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NOTES OF THE DAY. 
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THE campaign against the Land Purchase Bill proceeds 
apace. The landowners sent a deputation to Mr. BALFouR 
on Wednesday, and will no doubt succeed, with the aid of 
the House of Lords, in making it a much worse measure 
than it iss Mr. Morey, speaking at Rochdale on Wednes- 
day evening, concisely summarised the reasons against it 
under five heads ; while Stk WILLIAM Harcourt, speaking 
at the National Liberal Club on the same afternoon, effect- 
ively contrasted the benefits it aims at conferring on a 
section of the Irish tenantry, with the permissive allotment 
system provided by the present Government, and recently 
amended by further complicating its machinery with an appeal 
to the County Council. On Thursday, at a meeting of the 
London Liberal and Radical Union, a resolution was adopted, 
after full discussion, strongly condemning the Land Bill, and 
protesting against any attempt to buy out Irish landlords 
under the guarantee of British tax-payers. 





Mr. PARNELL startled the House of Commons on Mon- 
day night by propounding a scheme of his own for the settle- 
ment of the Land Question in Ireland. The House always 
resents a surprise of this kind, and it took no more kindly to 
Mr. PARNELL’s sudden exposition of an elaborate scheme for 
reducing rents and compensating landlords than it did to the 
famous proposal made by Mr. Lowe more than twenty years 
ago for abandoning the Carey Street site for the new Law 
Courts and transferring them to the Thames Embank- 
ment. If Mr. Lowe had taken the usual means for making 
his startling proposal known to Parliament and the country, 
we should probably have been spared the scandal of our 
present Courts of Justice, and the Thames Embankment 
would have been made the most imposing thoroughfare in 
Europe. But the Chancellor of the Exchequer—as he then 
was—blurted out his revolutionary scheme in an unexpected 
speech at midnight, and the House of Commons, with its 
usual hatred of anything in the shape of a sudden demand 
upon its intellect, would have none of it. 


Ir was in a similar temper that the present House listened 
to Mr. PARNELL on Monday night. Its resentment against 
him was no doubt increased by the fact that his speech was 
not well delivered, so that very few members could really 
grasp his proposals. We do not pretend to know why he 
did not take his own friends into his confidence before laying 
a great scheme of this character before Parliament. ‘That, 
however, is a question for himself alone. What the country 
has to consider is whether the scheme in itself has sufficient 
merit to deserve to be adopted in preference to Mr. Ba1- 
FouR’s. We believe, for our part, that if the two proposals 
were considered side by side, Mr. PARNELL’s would be found 
to be in every point the more desirable. It is more mode- 
rate ; it involves a much smaller demand upon the resources 
of the English Treasury; it does not eliminate the landlord 
element from Irish society. 





But, as a matter of fact, the Radical section of the 
Liberal party, at least, is opposed tooth and nail to any 





scheme for buying out the landlords at the risk of British 
credit, and it will be difficult even for Mr. PARNELL to get 
them to agree to a proposal of this kind. “Mr. GLADSTONE’S 
scheme,” say the Radical members, “ was one thing: we did 
not like it ; some of us would have opposed it tooth and nail; 
but still it was part of a great scheme for the settlement of 
the whole Irish difficulty, and we might have accepted it as 
part and parcel of the agreement for the final reconcilia- 
tion of England and Ireland. But when Mr. GLADSTONE’Ss 
proposal was rejected, and Ireland was handed over to the 
tender mercies of the present Ministry, our full liberty was 
restored to us, and we shall never again vote for the payment 
of a single penny, on the pledged credit of the English tax- 
payer, to help the Irish landlords out of their difficulties. 
Furthermore, we shall not only resist Mr. BALFrour’s ridicu- 
lous scheme to the uttermost, but when we go to the country 
we shall lay upon the men who vote for it the full responsi- 
bility for having pledged English credit in order to help their 
own political associates in Ireland.” ‘This is the Radical 
view of the situation, and we confess we should like to know 
how it is relished by those Tory members who won their seats 
by declaring that they would resist any attempt to get English 
money (or English credit) for Irish landlords. 





Tue Liberal party has lost two valuable members during 
the week. Mr. HanpEL CossHam, Member for East Bristol, 
died with startling suddenness on Wednesday. He was 
seized with illness in the Library of the House of Commons, 
and on being removed to the National Liberal Club expired 
there within a couple of hours from the commencement of 
the attack. Mr. CossHAM was an advanced Radical, who 
had long been prominent as the advocate of measures of 
social and political reform. He entered Parliament too late 
in life to make much of a mark there, though he was 
respected for his consistency and earnestness. His seat 
for East Bristol is hardly likely to be wrested from the 
Liberal party by the Tory candidate who has already been 
chosen. 





Mr. ALBERT RuTSON, whose death took place on Monday 
last after a very short illness, though he had often stood as a 
candidate had never won a seat in the House of Commons. 
He was nevertheless a very valuable member of the Liberal 
party, and his death will be sincerely mourned by a wide 
circle of warmly attached friends. There were few men of 
his time who were possessed by a warmer desire to serve 
their country than that which animated Mr. Rutson. To 
work for the public good was, indeed, a passion with him, 
and failing in his attempt to win a seat in Parliament, he 
gave himself up to arduous labour on the Metropolitan 
Asylums Board, the London School Board, the County 
Council for the North Riding of Yorkshire, and other public 
bodies of the same character. His Liberalism was sound and 
strong ; he was a man of very wide culture and of admirable 
judgment, whose opinion on public affairs was often sought 
by leading members of the party; whilst his sympathetic 
temperament, his loyalty to his friends, and his entire un- 
selfishness, endeared him in no common degree to a very wide 
circle both in London and the country. The fact that he 
was comparatively unknown to the general public does not 
make his loss a less serious one. 
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A PLEASANT gathering has been held at Rochdale during 
the week in honour of the twenty-fifth anniversary of Mr. 
T. B. Porrer’s election as member for that borough, and Mr. 
MoRLEY not only graced the gathering with his presence, but 
made a felicitous speech. Perhaps the most interesting 
feature in connection with the celebration was the revival 
which it necessarily caused of the memory of that “ Man- 
chester School ” with which Mr. Porter is to a certain extent 
identified. We have travelled far from the days of “ CoppEN 
and Bricut,” and in the new era towards which we are advanc- 
ing some of their opinions, especially on questions of social 
legislation, are likely to meet with little favour. But English- 
men can never forget the debt of gratitude which they owe to 
these illustrious men, who fought with such heroic energy on 
behalf of causes that once excited the highest enthusiasm of 
their fellow-countrymen, and that have only ceased to excite 
it because the victory has been gained, and the tide of battle 
has swept towards other fields. 





Mr. Mortey did good service at Rochdale by recalling 
public attention to the consumer—who is after all the person 
most concerned in economic matters, since in a sense he is 
everybody—and is usually the last whose interests receive 
consideration during economic disputes. It is a pity to 
throw away the best and most obvious argument for free 
trade and cheapened production. Yet it is systematically 
done, not only by Fair Traders and Socialists, but by pro- 
fessed philanthropists and labour leaders. 


AN appeal is made to Liberals to assist in equipping 
another Home Rule van for the home counties. The one at 
work is able to run for about seven months in the year. A 
village meeting is held every evening ; 10,000 leaflets a week 
are distributed from door to door ; and by night the working- 
man speaker, the driver, and the boy, sleep in the van, which 
thus contrives a double debt to pay: a bed by night, a chariot 
by day. It is a picturesque and romantic way of spreading 
what we believe is the truth, and the amount of good work 
done is undeniable. These vans are a happy thought, and 
Liberals should support them heartily. 





In the matter of the many small public gardens in Lon- 
don that have been closed this week, we do not see our 
way to blame either the London County Council for declin- 
ing to be saddled with the expense of supporting them, 
when already its enemies are pointing the finger of untimely 
malice at the increased rate; or the Metropolitan Gardens 
Association in refusing to go beyond the work for which 
it exists. But none the less that these gardens should be 
closed is deplorable. Some of them were dingy and unlovely 
enough to the casual eye ; but who can tell the extent of their 
charm to those unhappy beings who are doomed to pant through 
the summer in some fcetid rookery ? The Metropolitan Public 
Gardens Association was founded for the purpose of reclaiming 
old burial-grounds and waste spaces, laying them out, and then 
handing them over to some public body to maintain for the 
public service. It cannot be expected to do more. But if 
the County Council refuses, and the local authorities refuse, 
to take over some of these open spaces and maintain them, 
the public will have to pay the tax in charity, that is all. It 
cannot well let the London poor be robbed of these very real 
blessings. 





In his address to the London Diocesan Conference on 
Tuesday the BisHop or LONDON stated clearly the case for 
the maintenance of Church schools. - The religious teaching 
in Board schools, he said, is often excellent as far as it goes, 
but it is necessarily limited in practice to historical matter, 











whereas Churchmen desire doctrines and principles of the 
Church. Unfortunately, it may be replied, the doctrines 
most zealously taught by some Churchmen are precisely 
those most strongly objected to by others—including the 
great majority of those parents of children in elementary 
schools who pay any attention whatever to the subject. 
Besides, does not the experience of the great public 
schools suggest that the efficient teaching in class of 
religious doctrine (of any sort) is a mere ideal? ‘“ Doctrines 
and ‘Principles of the Church,” taught like other lessons, and 
by the same teacher, cannot surely be taught very effectively. 
In many higher grade schools—probably in almost all—the 
doctrinal teaching (outside the Chapel) is mz/, while the 
feebleness of much of the teaching in Scripture history, even 
when given by clerical form-masters, used to be painfully and 
ludicrously manifested in every examination of Oxford under- 
graduates in the “Rudiments of Faith and Religion ”—an 
examination which, for very shame, the University abolished 
not long ago. 





THE outcome of the debate on profit-sharing, initiated by 
Mr. BartLey in the House of Commons last ‘Tuesday, was 
more satisfactory than is usually the case with discussions on 
abstract resolutions. The mover called attention to the 
evidence of the progress of the working classes during the 
last fifty years—evidence which requires to be _periodi- 
cally repeated, since it is systematically ignored or ridi- 
culed by Socialists and Fair Traders. Mr. CUNNINGHAME 
GRAHAME thanked Providence that he had never inter- 
fered in labour disputes as a conciliator, propounded the 
crudest and most hopeless form of revolutionary socialism, 
and was pulverised by Mr. BrapLauGu, who showed, as he 
often has showed before, how much has been gained by 
diverting his activity from Secularist agitation to political and 
economic matters; and Sir MicHAEL Hicks-BEACH met 
the object of the motion by promising that the information 
desired should be collected by the Statistical Department of 
the Board of Trade. The task is not difficult, since, as MR. 
BROADHURST indicated, much of it has already been per- 
formed by the French Government. 





THE subject of profit-sharing is far more difficult and 
technical than most amateur philanthropists imagine, and 
the more information that can be obtained about it the better. 
As to the great staple industries of England, it may probably 
be the case that masters and men are more likely to work out 
their own schemes of division by means of voluntary courts 
of conciliation or sliding scale arrangements than by direct 
imitation of any foreign models. It is probably the smaller 
and more specialised trades that will benefit most by the 
system, though it is not easy to see how it can be applied 
where risk and enterprise are important, and “earnings of 
management ” consequently large. It is satisfactory to know, 
from Mr. BaRTLEy’s speech, that the cardinal difficulty has 
been surmounted: that the workmen have in one case con- 
sented to share in losses as well as in profits. 





ALL this week Brussels has been doing honour to Mr. 
STANLEY with the dance, the song, and the cold collation. 
The explorer made a noteworthy speech at a luncheon given 
by the Anti-Slavery Society, and gave a valuable piece of advice 
on the question of the slave trade and man-hunting in 
Central Africa. ‘‘ This trade,” he said, “would never be 
suppressed without the assistance and direction of the local 
officials, and any scheme which did not first enlist the help 
of these officials is doomed to end in disaster.” What is left 
of Mr. STANLEY will be leaving Brussels to-day by the half- 
past ten express, and may be expected in London at about 
seven this evening. 
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AFTER all there are to be street demonstrations in Paris 
on the 1st of May, and they appear likely to be directed by 
the Anarchists. Somewhat violent manifestoes have been 
issued by some trade organisations, and preparations are 
being made for boycotting those who refuse to join in the 
demonstrations, while an appeal has been issued to clerks 
and shopmen to make common cause with the workmen, 
which, as the object of the demonstration is to initiate the 
destruction of the bourgeoisie, is not very likely to meet with 
a response. What steps the police authorities intend to take 
is not very clear as we write. But the situation may be altered 
a good deal by the result of next Sunday’s elections. 


Too much may easily be made of the demonstrations 
of feeling during Royal or Presidential progresses, in which 
the persons most prominently concerned usually—apart from 
the Government officials—belong to the non-political sections 
of the pepulation. It is, however, satisfactory to notice that 
PRESIDENT CARNOT’s tour has passed off without the slightest 
hitch, and that the manifestations of popular feeling have been 
emphatic both in Marseilles and in Corsica, both of which by 
their history and circumstances might have been expected to 
be strongly prepossessed against the present régime. 


THE varieties of political opinion in France as represented 
among candidates in the municipal elections next Sunday 
bid fair to be as numerous as those of religious belief in 
England, which have so often excited the astonishment of 
foreigners. The Paris Matin enumerates nineteen varieties 
of candidate; among them Autonomist Radicals, Muni- 
cipal Republicans, Possibilist Socialists, Anarchist Socialists, 
Anti-Semitic Socialists, Anti-Semitic Conservatives, Blanquist 
Boulangists, Conservative Boulangists. Besides these, there 
are ordinary non-political candidates of the usual type. The 
only prophecies that can safely be made at present are—that 
there will be a good deal of abstention, and that, whatever 
happens, the new Municipal Council of Paris will differ a good 
deal from the last in its professed policy, and still more in its 
competition, 





Tue French Opposition shows decided signs of breaking 
up again. Among the Boulangist candidates approved at 
Jersey at Easter there are many more Revolutionists than 
members of the Right; the Bonapartists are supporting 
decided Boulangists and opposing certain retiring Conserva- 
tives ; and the Socialist Republicans, under the leadership 
of M. ANprRiEUXx, who have hitherto favoured GENERAL 
BOULANGER, are now supporting Republican candidates. 





Courts of conciliation seem likely to be adopted for the 
relations of landlords and their métayer tenants in North 
Italy. According to a correspondent of the /ournal des 
Débats, a commission—instituted in consequence of agrarian 
disturbances in the neighbourhood of Milan last year—has 
been sitting since February, and, while approving of métayer 
tenure generally, has urged the establishment of Conseils de 
Prud’hommes similar to those existing for various trades. 
The idyllic appearance of métayer tenure has perhaps blinded 
some economists to its most serious defects. But there can 
be few systems in which so many petty vexations and an- 
noyances can be inflicted by either party. 





PRINCE BisMARCK has not shone during the past week. 
We have no desire to make him responsible for all the 
utterances of the Hamburg newspaper which professes to 
reveal his mind to the world. He has so long been in close 
connection with half-a-score of more or less accredited “organs” 
in the press, that he may sometimes be made responsible for 





statements with which he has nothing to do. But it is tolerably 
clear that he is in a very advanced stage of the sulks, and that, 
forgetful of the doctrines which he has preached so long, and 
with so much force, he is more than half inclined to make 
things unpleasant for his Imperial master. For his own 
sake it is to be hoped that he will think better of it, and abstain 
from this open display of that which, in the case of any other 
man, he would not have hesitated to stigmatise as disloyalty. 
He has fallen from too great a height ever to hope for any- 
thing in the shape of a restoration. ‘There is no power on 
earth—not even the Emperor’s will—which can make the 
shattered fabric of his prestige whole again. He will do well 
to show his wisdom by recognising this fact, however distaste- 
ful it may be to him. 


THE completion of the great Khojak Tunnel, under the 
Amram Range, between Quetta and Kandahar, is reported 
from India this week. It is an event of great importance. 
To estimate its results, and judge the frontier policy of which. 
it is a part, would need a long article. For the moment we- 
must content ourselves with observing that it sensibly increases: 
the likelihood of an advance on and occupation of Kandahar,, 
and is therefore a victory for the so-called “ Forward Party.”* 
It certainly strengthens our hold on the whole border-land 
north-west of Quetta, and may possibly increase to a respect- 
able stream the rivulet of trade which trickles from Kandahar - 
towards India. As an engineering work, it would have been, 
thought wonderful before the days of the great Alpine tunnels, . 


just as the new cantilever bridge over the Indus at Sukkur - 
would be wonderful if the Forth Bridge had not been com- - 


pleted at the same time, and so eclipsed it. 





A PREMATURE report that Congress had passed a Bill ° 


largely increasing the American purchases of silver caused a 
sharp rise on Thursday in American railroad securities, in 
rupee paper, and in the bonds and industrial shares of silver- 
using countries, the impression being that the inflation of the 
American currency must lead to a reckless speculation, while 
of course a tise in the price of silver will make interest and 
dividends payable in silver of more value. During the week 
the recovery in Argentine securities has been well maintained, 
the belief being very general in the City that the great finan- 
cial houses here and on the Continent will do everything 
within their power to help the Argentine Republic through its 
difficulties. In other departments of the Stock Exchange 
there has been little doing, for with the close of the month the 
Bourse liquidations on the Continent begin, and they have. 


brought about renewed selling. Feeling as regards politics, 
too, is not quite as reassured. In general trade a very large - 


business is still being done at fair profits, though there is not 
the great activity observable before Christmas, but the depres- 
sion in all branches of the iron trade continues. 





THE Directors of the Bank of England made no change- 
in their rate of discount this week, which remains at 3 per 
cent. During the week ended Wednesday night, not far short 
of half a million sterling in gold was withdrawn from the 
Bank for foreign countries, and although the metal is coming 
in large amounts from Brazil, the greater part of what arrives 
is expected to be taken by the Continent. There is a 
fear, too, that the consequence of the purchase of the 
Western Railway of Buenos Ayres will be very large exports 
of gold to the Argentine Republic, and very soon now coin 
in large amounts will be needed in the English provinces, in 
Scotland, and Ireland. ‘The Directors therefore desire to do 
nothing that would weaken rates. In the outside markets, 
however, the rate of discount is barely 1} per cent., while 
loans have been made from day to day, and even for a week, 
at from } to 1 per cent. per annum. 
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MR. PARNELL’S PROPOSAL. 
ammignen 

N R. PARNELL’S speech on Monday night seems to have 
5 been a surprise alike to friends and foes. The former, 
it is evident, were somewhat bewildered by the sudden intro- 
duction to the House of Commons of a rival scheme to Mr. 
Balfour’s, a scheme which it was difficult, if not impossible, 
for anyone to understand merely from Mr. Parnell’s own 
recital of its provisions. As for his foes, they were unmis- 
takably delighted when they found that the antagonist for 
whom they entertained so wholesome a dread had ventured 
out of the region of purely destructive criticism, and had 
come forward with a measure of his own. We cannot 
but think that both friends and foes showed themselves 
somewhat too impressionable. No doubt the Tories were 
relieved to find that the Irish leader was not unwilling to 
share with them the odium which necessarily attends the 
authorship of any scheme for the relief of the Irish tenants at 
the public expense. It was a perfect godsend to the gentle- 
men who have been ruefully preparing to vote for a Bill 
which runs counter to every pledge by means of which they 
secured their elections to find that they can at least pretend 
to have chosen between the Government plan and another 
which, in the.eyes of the ordinary electors, is not a bit better. 
But we confess we do not understand the perturbation which 
was unmistakably caused on the Liberal benches by Mr. 
Parnell’s action. ‘That the Irish leader should have a plan of 
his own for the settlement of the land problem is not a matter 
to which anyone can object ; nor is it surprising that at the 
first glance this plan is not one which finds favour in English 
eyes. 

' ‘The time has not yet come when it is necessary to discuss 
the details of Mr. Parnell’s scheme. Even Mr. Gladstone 
in his masterly speech on Thursday night did not feel 
called upon to dwell upon the proposal. All that need be 
said about it now is that it is brought forward by a man who 
has thought longer than most men over the grave question 
of land tenure in Ireland, and who has had an awkward 
knack in the past of proving himself to be in the right when 
everybody else believed him to be in the wrong. We have 
not forgotten that in 1881, when Parliament dealt with a 
measure which made it optional for landlords and tenants to 
come to an agreement on the question of arrears, Mr. Parnell 
warned the House that no agreement would ever be come to 
under the provisions of such a Bill, and that any effective 
legislation on the subject of arrears must be compulsory and 
not permissive. Just one year later Parliament was com- 
pelled to acknowledge that in this matter Mr. Parnell was 
right, and Ministers and the House of Commons wrong. 
Again in 1886, when Mr. Parnell declared that the judicial 
rents must be reduced, Lord Salisbury laughed his proposition 
to scorn, and insisted that no reduction could ever be made in 
contracts so sacred as those by which the judicial rent was 
fixed. Yet once again Mr. Parnell had his revenge, and in 
1887 Parliament passed a measure authorising that very 
reduction for which he had vainly contended a few months 
before. Remembering these things—and others which it 
would be easy to recall—we may reasonably suggest that 
wise politicians will not summarily dismiss any fresh proposals 
by Mr. Parnell on the land question with contempt. It is at 
least on the face of it possible that the man who has so 
often been right before, when the majority of the House of 
Commons was wrong, may on this occasion also prove his 
case before many years have passed. 

It would be interesting to consider his speech of last 
Monday in connection with the light which it throws upon 
his own character. People have long since ceased to wonder 
at the strange absence of passion in the nature of Mr. Parnell, 








though they are still unable to explain how it is that a man 
whose outward bearing is at all times so frigid, and whose 
greatest strength apparently lies in his reserve and reticence, 
should be the chosen leader of such a people as the Irish. 
But there was more than a dispassionate coolness in Mr. 
Parnell’s speech on Monday. There was an entire absence of 
the spirit of the demagogue which might well make some “loyal 
and patriotic” gentlemen who are in the habit of abusing the 
Irish members in general, and Mr. Parnell in particular, 
ashamed of themselves. Where were those appeals to the 
cupidity of the Irish people about which we have heard so 
much—from Mr. Parnell’s enemies? The member for Cork 
proposed to cut down the amount of aid to be given to the 
Irish tenants ; he exempted from the benefits of his scheme all 
holders of farms of more than #50 rental; and so far from 
seeking to drive the “ English garrison” out of Ireland, he 
proclaimed his unwillingness to eliminate the landlord ele- 
ment from Irish society. All this was something very different 
from the attempt of a mere political adventurer to catch votes. 
It was the cool, deliberate, careful and dispassionate utterance 
of a statesman who is discussing problems with which he 
knows that before long he may himself be called upon to 
deal as a practical legislator. When Mr. Parnell meets a 
Home Rule Parliament in Dublin as head of an Irish Ad- 
ministration, his proposals will unquestionably not err on the 
side of Radicalism. The latent Conservatism of his nature 
was never made more clearly apparent than in the speech of 
last Monday. 

There is, however, one consideration suggested by his 
speech, which far outweighs any other in importance. Mr. 
Parnell is “the Irish Chief,” recognised as such by all parties 
in the State. No man since the days of O’Connell ever had 
so good claim as that which he possesses to speak on behalf 
of the Irish people, and even O’Connell had no Parliamentary 
following like his. Is it a small matter, in these circumstances, 
that Mr. Parnell should have repudiated Mr. Balfour’s Land 
Bill, and should practically have warned the men who are 
now proposing to hand over forty millions of English money 
to the Irish tenants, that they need not expect any gratitude 
to be shown by those whom they profess to be anxious to 
benefit? When the gift is rejected, why should we persevere 
in thrusting it upon unwilling recipients? The advance of 
money to an Ireland in full harmony with England, for the 
purpose of meeting the desperate needs of the population, 
and in response to their urgent appeals for help, may be a 
good and justifiable measure, even though the English 
tax-payer may have to pay heavily for it. But of what 
possible use can it be to force an unwilling Ireland to re- 
ceive this vast sum of money from England under conditions 
which the Irish leaders denounce and repudiate beforehand ? 
That is a question which every English elector, whose credit 
is pledged under Mr. Balfour’s Bill, will do well to answer 
for himself. Under Mr. Gladstone’s scheme the good faith 
of the Irish leaders and the Irish people would have 
been involved in the due performance of their contract 
with England. Under Mr. Balfour's we not only lose 
this guarantee—a guarantee which we believe to be a sub- 
stantial one—but we are practically warned beforehand 
that Ireland considers herself no party to the bargain, 
and holds herself, consequently, under no obligation to fulfil 
her part of it. What are we to think of the statesmanship 
which under these conditions perseveres with a measure 
cordially liked by nobody, and especially detested by those 
for whose benefit it has professedly been brought forward ? 
Probably Mr. Balfour and his colleagues think that the 
passing of the Bill now will, at any rate, be a party triumph for 
them in the present Parliament, and that afterwards, when 
they have disappeared from the scene and others reign in 
their places, the deluge itself may come without doing any 
mischief to the Tory cause. This may be admirable from 
the purely party point of view, but what are we to think of it 
in the light of patriotism and statesmanship ? 
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THE CURRENCY DEBATE. 





HE Chancellor of the Exchequer calling the House of 
Commons to witness that his colleague, whom he was 
going to answer, had not spoken as a lunatic is an unusual 
incident in a debate on a serious subject. Yet this, and what 
it implied, formed the key-note of the discussion last week 
when the bimetallists had their innings. On a subject about 
which successive English Governments have been unanimous 
for three-quarters of a century—viz., the maintenance of the 
monetary standard—both political parties, in fact, uniting 
to discountenance currency fads of every kind—the present 
Government has not quite followed the fortunate traditions 
of the past, the cause of division being evidently the col- 
league whom Mr. Goschen patronised in answering. Instead 
of discountenancing as a body the currency fad of the 
day, which happens to be bimetallism (although the bulk of 
the Government and the front Opposition perceive its folly as 
clearly as former Governments have done), they leave it an 
open question, and Ministers let their colleague down as 
easily as possible. The colleague is Mr. Balfour, which 
explains much. But why Mr. Balfour has blundered is 
itself a mystery which requires explanation, and which his 
speech may perhaps explain. 

In almost all other respects—in the debate, and the divi- 
sion which followed—the “fad” was treated as all such fads 
have previously been treated. The faddists, represented on 
this occasion by Mr. Samuel Smith and Sir William Houlds- 
worth, as they were represented sixty years ago in the de- 
bate on a similar proposal by Mr. Attwood, had a long say, 
depicting in woful language the evils which a currency trick is 
to cure. They said, it is true, the very opposite of what was 
said by their predecessor. Silver, they maintained, was to be 
made equal to gold, whereas the bimetallists of sixty years 
ago were frank and honest by comparison, and put forward 
their scheme because the silver with which debtors would be 
enabled to pay their debts would not be equal to the gold 
they were owing. But equally they prescribed an earth- 
quake pill for imaginary diseases, which is all in the 
usual routine of a currency debate. The sensible men 
on both sides then made the usual and obvious reply 
—that the whole grievance was more or less imaginary, 
that no such evils as those alleged could result from an 
admittedly good system of money and a perfect metallic 
standard, and that it was palpably dangerous to begin tam- 
pering with your money ; and then the proposal was disposed 
of—sixty years ago without a division at all, and in the 
present case with the faddists in a pitiable minority. The 
reply on both occasions was very strong, but we are inclined 
to think it was even more weighty last week than in the 
former debate sixty years ago, although Sir Robert Peel 
on the latter occasion himself gave the response. Nothing 
could have been better than Mr. W. H. Smith’s references 
to the utter absence of a case on the part of the faddists, 
and the dangers of any meddling with the standard. Sir 
William MHarcourt’s ridicule of the bimetallic formula 
and the whole bimetallic argument was also in his hap- 
piest vein, .and Sir Lyon Playfair’s exposition of the 
subject completed the overthrow of the bimetallic host in- 
tellectually. It was an advantage, moreover, that Sir William 
Harcourt was authorised to speak for Mr. Gladstone, un- 
fortunately absent, whose memory must carry him back to 
the time when Sir Robert Peel was completing his great work 
of placing our monetary system on a sound footing in all sub- 
stantial respects, and when questions of money were generally 
understood. Sir John Lubbock’s observations, again, though 
cut short by want of time, gave the sensible City view of 
the currency fad. Mr. Goschen was in appearance less 





decided and thorough (out of compliment apparently to 
his colleague, and perhaps others of his friends) ; but, 
read between the lines, his speech is really as condemna- 
tory as any of the other speeches of the bimetallic pro- 
posal. He made a sort of academic admission that in 
theory there might be some possibility of international bi- 
metallism ; but this was accompanied by the significant 
condition “that the outside uses of gold and silver should 
be, comparatively speaking, analogous, and that there should 
be no great desire to use gold rather than silver for any other 
purposes.” This was as much as to say. that bimetallism, 
even international, is impossible, for the uses of gold and 
silver are notoriously not analogous. To all this array of 
opinion Mr. Balfour was the only exception of any con- 
sequence ; and the interest of the debate really centred in the 
excuse he had to make for the position he had taken up. 
Those who read the excuse can hardly fail to come to 
the conclusion that Mr. Balfour must have blundered through 
some strange inadvertence, and that it is only by accident 
that a Minister of his rank has been withheld from sharing 
the wholesome prepossessions of English public men against 
currency fads. His account of the alleged evils of our single 


gold standard, though saner than that of his allies, is no: 


sufficient preface to so serious a measure as the alteration of 
a monetary standard. What he had to say was that Lanca- 
shire has suffered by the fall in the value of the standard of 
India (silver) in comparison with the gold standard of 
England ; that the fluctuations of exchange, when two coun- 
tries have different standards, are an obstacle to trade; and 
that we cannot have international money except with a double 
standard. Buta fixed mefallic standard is a good thing to 
get and to keep, although all these evils or alleged evils remain ; 
and it is so difficult a thing to get and to keep, that it must not 
be risked for any such reasons. Nothing has been more 


common in monetary history, especially in connection with ° 


inconvertible paper currencies, than a fall in the value 
of the money of countries with which Lancashire and 
the rest of the country trade. There was such a fall in the 
value of United States money during the Civil War; there 


was such a fall from 1877 onwards in the value of, 


the Russian rouble ; quite lately, as everybody knows, 
there has been a similar fall in the money of the Argen- 
tine Republic. In all these cases, and others, however, 
sensible men take for granted that adjustments are quickly 
made, as undoubtedly they have all long ago been made 
between India and other countries. Fluctuations in exchange 
are no doubt inconvenient in transitional periods, but then, 
again, there is nothing new in them, and a country may have 
a very good money although there are these fluctuations of 
exchange between it and other countries. International 
money, again, is a counsel of perfection for which the world 
is not yet ripe ; and to international money, by the way, a com- 
mon unit of account, which bimetallists do not think of, is 
even more important than a common standard. The only other 
point that Mr. Balfour could make was that a money standard 
is required for deferred payments, whereas gold alone, by its 
recent appreciation, has proved its unsuitability for such a 
standard. The truth is, however, that the unfitness of the 
precious metals as a standard for deferred payments has been 
recognised by economists from Adam Smith downwards, and 
the suitability of a metal for such a purpose has never been 
considered practically or even academically in selecting it for 
a standard. We must be content to have no good standard 
for deferred payments, because what will suit some payments 
will not suit others, and neither gold, nor silver, nor copper, 
nor paper, nor a combination of them, can provide such a 
standard. 

Mr. Balfour’s defence of the possibility of a fixed ratio 
between gold and silver, which is the condition of a double 
standard, was still more remarkable. He replied to Mr. 
W. H. Smith’s statement of the common-sense objections of 
Sir Robert Peel and the Government of that time to a 
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bimetallic standard by the assertion that people believed then 
that a fixed ratio between gold and silver was impossible, but 
that expert opinion had since changed, and the leading experts 
throughout the world were now in favour of a double standard. 
Mr. Balfour was careful not to name these supposed experts, 
who are simply non-existent. At the monetary conference in 
Paris lastautumn, several leading French economists—M. Levas- 
seur, M. Juglar, and M. Passy, with others of less note—pro- 
nounced most emphatically against a double standard ; and it is 
well known that M. Leroy-Beaulieu and M. Block, who did not 
take part in the conference, have made pronouncements quite 
as emphatically on the same side on other occasions. There 
was literally no French opinion on the bimetallic side at the 
conference, except that of M. Cernuschi, who is a mere 
currency faddist, just as Ernest Seyd was in this country, and 
not entitled to the name of an economist at all. In America, 
again, we have such men as David Wells, Laughlin, and 
Edward Atkinson opposed to bimetallism and all its works, and 
in spite of the authority of General Walker on the bimetallic 
side, it may be noted that he does not go into the discussion 
of the possibility of a fixed ratio at all, and in assenting to the 
theory academically, if all nations agree, he takes care to add 
that in his opinion an international agreement is out of the 
question. In this country no leading economist for many 
years has been bimetallist. Mill, Bagehot, Jevons, Newmarch, 
Fawcett, may all be named, among those who have passed 
away, as monometallist; and the appearance of young 
professors like Foxwell and Nicholson among bimetallic 
agitators indicates in no way a real change of expert 
-opinion, but only that a few, young gentlemen who 
thave yet to prove their competency as experts, have done 
themselves perhaps an irretrievable injury at the outset 





«of their career by swallowing the absurdities of men 


jlike Ernest Seyd and Cernuschi, whose writings it is the duty 
of all men who wish to retain their sanity not to read. 
Others, like Professor Sidgwick, have done great mischief 
by introducing into their writings oditer dicta of an 
academical kind, assenting to bimetallism under theoretical 
and impossible conditions, and not discussing at all the 
grave objections which were raised by the founders 
of the English monetary system when currency was réally 
discussed. It would be going, perhaps, too far to say 
that there is no writer of repute who is a bimetallist; but 
there is certainly no writer who has put the theory into 
decently intelligible language, nor is such a theory to be 
found in the report of the recent Gold and Silver Commission, 
~while Mr. Balfour himself stated that the theory was not one 
which he could expound in the debate. It was natural that, as 
a young man, Mr. Balfour should mistake the drift of opinion ; 
but surely he should have taken care for himself to look up the 
history a little, and find out what the supposed expert opinion 
in favour of bimetallism really was. The people of theory, 
Mr. Balfour went on to say, by a curious infelicity, always led 
the practical people, and just as Ricardo, the theorist of a 
former time, led the country in currency matters, so the new 
bimetallic theorists would lead us in time. To compare 
Ricardo with such wonderful theorists as Ernest Seyd, 
Cernuschi, Dana Horton, Nicholson, e¢ hoc genus omne/ After 
this, comment is surely unnecessary. Mr. Balfour had to 
make an excuse of some kind, and did the best he could, 
but it is charitable to suppose that he did not anticipate that 
anybody would accept it. 

The country may be congratulated on the whole effect of 
the debate. The “fad” is checked in its growth, and should 
begin to die down. The arch-bimetallist, Mr. Balfour, has had 
a lesson, and as Sir Robert Peel had a similar fall in the early 
part of his career, taking the wrong side in currency, but soon 
recovered, we may hope that Mr. Balfour is not past salvation, 
and that he will rally to the side in such a question on which 
all English public men of the first rank have invariably been 
found—that of common sense and conservatism in matters of 
money, and opposition to faddists of every kind and degree. 





ALL FOOLS’ DAY (NEW STYLE). 


GATURDAY last was devoted to the peculiar silliness of 
the Great Conservative Party. We speak with mild 
surprise, and not in anger, of the singular fad of which that 
party is at this moment the victim. In a critical but not 
unkindly spirit we have always admired Lord Beaconsfield. 
We recognise his genius, his patriotism, his determination, 
his large resources of epigram and romance. We appreciate 
the inimitable dexterity with which he yoked to the chariot 
of democracy the stiff necks of his Tory followers. We respect 
his memory, we sorely miss his common sense. We could 
wish his political descendants, while they recall the one, 
would imitate the other. But we confess to sheer inability 
to understand in what way it augments the fame or cheers 
the shade of the departed statesman, or how it propagates 
any principles which anybody ever loved, to plant his statue, 
every Easter-tide, like any rustic window-box, with a multi- 
tude of small field flowers. Yet it was to this and similar 
occupations that the cultivated classes of London devoted 
their leisure on Saturday last. Crowds gathered in the after- 
noon at Westminster to stare, to mock, to wonder and to weep 
at the wasted wealth of primroses. From Shepperton and 
Sunbury, from Chelsea and St. Giles, came primroses. Sick- 
nurses from some hospital in Golden Square sent primroses. 
Knights from Kingston, Dames from Dulwich, giddy enthusi- 
asts from West Goscote, wild Harbingers from West Ham, 
bore, we are told, as offerings to the effigy of the unfortunate 
deceased, crosses and wreaths of primroses. At dusk some 
six or seven sacrificial vans, containing, it was understood, the 
rising hopes of various Conservative organisations, were seen 
stealing past the National Liberal Club, between the railway 
and the Thames, presumably to crown the loaded bronze with 
their own superfluous coils of primroses. During the day the 
entire Constitutional Party and all Constitutional horses wore 
primroses. At night Mr. Balfour from the stage of Covent 
Garden theatre, and Mr. Chaplin—Aorresco referens—from the 
boards of the Edinburgh Music Hall, chaunted to audiences 
festooned with primroses the pean of the Primrose League. 
There are two reasons why this strange electioneering 
engine has at last received the support of the Conservative 
leaders. First of all, the League brings in money. Its num- 
bers and subscriptions increase every day. As Queen Eliza- 
beth said to the citizens of London—“ When I think of your 
wisdom, I admire your wealth ; when I think of your wealth, 
I admire your wisdom.” Secondly, the Primrose League 
enlists in the service of local Conservatism the measureless 
influence of those twin instincts, inferiority and fear. In 
parts remote from civilisation reverence for social superiors 
easily merges into snobbishness, and the respect of labouring 
folks for their employers into an anxiety not to offend. 
The leaders of the League in country districts appeal 
to both these feelings. Those who yield grow prosper- 
ous on Primrose League trinkets, Primrose League tickets, 
and Primrose League smiles ; while the more fortunate among 
them, whom, for good deeds done, the League delights 
to honour, know the felicity of bearing quite uncommon 
names. Those who resist are of course entitled to their 
opinions in a country which venerates the ballot, but incident- 
ally it happens that they lose, not only smiles and trinkets, 
but also patronage, security, custom, andemployment. Prim- 
rose League leaders can punish where they cannot persuade ; 
and in view of that notorious fact it was a paradox almost 
worthy of Lord Beaconsfield for an organisation which has 
made boycotting a fine art in England, to choose as their 
representative on Saturday night the one Minister whose 
claims to credit rest on the allegation that he has put down 
boycotting elsewhere. 
Now the perplexing question has arisen whether Unionism 
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is to become synonymous with the Primrose League. We 
notice that Lord Hartington’s name is among those inscribed 
on wreaths at these Primrose parties. Mr. Chaplin at Edin- 
burgh gracefully congratulates Lord Wolmer on the fact that 
he is sitting by his side. The Liberal Unionists of Perth 
have decided on the advice of their leaders to join the League 
at once. But the League is still waiting for Sir Henry James. 
If we remember rightly, that distinguished ally of the chief of 
the Leaguers not long since condemned the practices of 
Primrosedom in a low Radical spirit. Were there not even 
some who thought that Sir Henry James might be counted 
among the reformers who, in a happier Parliament, hope to 
bring the wiles of Primrose Leaguers within the compass of a 
new Corrupt Practices Act? The League, said the fond chair- 
man of the Covent Garden meeting, has paved the way for the 
formation of “a Great Moderate National Party.” We imagine 
that this latest development of the impossible party would 
include men like Lord Hartington, Lord Selborne, and the 
Duke of Argyll; but we should have thought that those 
eminent politicians would scarcely care to identify their objects 
with the League’s. Have Liberal Unionists sunk so low that 
they must assimilate without a protest all the claptrap of 
their Conservative allies? Or are the Liberal-Unionist leaders 
content to base their cause on their tardy adoption of the dead 
follies of the Jingoes, and to bolster-up the anti-Irish party 
by setting Mr. Tracy Turnerelli among the props of union at 
Professor Tyndall’s side ? Empire and Liberty are watchwords 
of which no party need be ashained. We do not blame Conser- 
vatives for labouring to keep those ideas alive, even if they find 
it necessary to proclaim them always in a town-crier’s tones. 
But we respectfully put it to the Primrose Leaguers whether 
it might not be better for English politics if they were to 
refuse to count among their weapons petty intimidation and 
pettier bribes ; whether Empire and Liberty are best achieved 
by scattering broadcast enamel brooches, or by disguising 
“with pompous nomenclature” the councils of snobs ; and 
whether, before the anniversary recurs again, educated minds 
might not discover some more auspicious ceremony to com- 
memorate the illustrious dead than this odd combination of 
flower-show and farce. 








POLITICIANS ON THE WANE. 





II.—MR. BALFOUR. 


- ME. BALFOUR a politician on the wane!” exclaims 

the reader, accustomed to hearing the praises of the 
Irish Secretary sung morning and evening in half the news- 
papers in the land, including some of those soi-disant Liberal 
newspapers which delight to play the “ candid friend” to the 
Liberal leaders: “incredible!” But incredible or not, it is 
nevertheless true. Not that Mr. Balfour may not in the 
course of the waning process stumble into the premiership. 
Far more unlikely things than that have happened before, 
and will happen again. As the nephew of his uncle, as al- 
most the one Tory left to us who shows real grit, and as a 
singularly skilful House of Commons debater, Mr. Balfour 
is clearly marked out for the succession to the Tory premier- 
ship, provided he can succeed in qualifying one of his most 
. marked characteristics. The Toryism of the future must 
“play to the gallery.” Not all the Primrose Dames and all 
the Whig Unionists turned Conservative, will suffice to place 
or to keep a Tory Ministry in power, unless it has also a 
strong backing from the Democracy. But for the Democracy 
Mr. Balfour entertains an intellectual dislike which he makes 
no attempt to conceal. He shrinks from their rough and 
ready methods, he detests their vulgarity, he has no sympathy 
with the heresies to which many of them are prone on various 
social and economic questions. If he is to ingratiate himself 











with that curious product of modern times, the Conservative 
working-man, he must needs take off his kid-gloves and make 
himself one with his fellows. It will be a pleasing and an edify- 
ing spectacle which will be offered to us by Mr. Balfour when 
he consents to tread in the footsteps of Lord Randolph 
Churchill, of Lord Dunraven, of Mr. Ashmead-Bartlett, of Sir 
William Marriott, and of the other eminent statesmen who 
have constituted themselves the champions of the new-fangled 
Tory Democracy. But it is a spectacle which we must cer- 
tainly witness before Mr. Balfour becomes Prime Minister. 

There was a time when we should have believed it im- 
possible for Mr. Balfour ever to put his powerful intellect 
into the yoke which is cheerfully worn by the men we have 
named. But have we not seen this superior person stand 
forth naked and not ashamed as the advocate of that worst 
piece of economic empiricism, Bimetallism? What folly, 
what abject surrender of intelligence to inclination, is not 
possible to a man who has stultified himself in this fashion ? 

Mr. Balfour, in spite of his brilliant personal prospects, is 
a politician on the wane—a man who has passed his zenith, 
and whose reputation is now slowly but steadily declining. 
If he should attain the premiership, it will be by sinking, not 
rising to it. Three years ago he seemed to be mounting surely 
and rapidly to a height of power and influence only reached 
by one other man now living. He was the hope and the idol 
of the united Coercionist party. He was (and for that matter 
still is) the darling of society. The people who for more 
than a decade had been looking on at the Irish problem in a 
kind of helpless fury, hating every movement of the Irish 
people towards equality with the people of the United King- 
dom, furious at each successive step which Ireland took 
towards its desired goal, but conscious of their own helpless- 
ness to stay the irresistible tide, suddenly found hope and 
heart when Mr. Balfour snatched the helm from the hands 
of Sir Michael Hicks-Beach. “ At last,” they cried, “ behold 
a man!” and he seemed to the infatuated members of 
society to be a new Perseus come forth to slay the monster 
they had loathed and feared so long. 

He had almost every personal qualification for the task 
which he thus undertook. To begin with, his close kinship 
with Lord Salisbury gave him a position in the present curious 
Cabinet of assured security. There was no chance that in 
his case any ambitious and unscrupulous rival would be able 
to intrigue against him in Downing Street itself. ‘He was one 
of the vital members of the Ministry. To touch him would 
be to kill the Government as a whole.. He was not, there- 
fore, called upon, like another great Irish Minister of our time, 
to keep one arm for the purpose of warding off the attacks of 
his own colleagues, whilst the other was employed in wrestling 
with the foe in Ireland. Then he had a really delightful and 
—in these days when so many of our public men are cursed 
with thin skins—admirable insensibility to personal criticism. 
It was a qualification absolutely essential to success, but 
hardly to be found in any other man than Mr. Balfour.’ The 
Irish Secretary, under the present system, has to confront a 
large number of members of Parliament who regard the 
English Government in the light of an enemy, and who, 
receiving no quarter themselves, feel that none must be 
given bythem. Everybody knows with what skill, with what 
untiring pertinacity, with what relentless determination, they 
carry on their war against the official who is the Parliamentary 
representative of a system hateful to the Irish people. Under 
the fierce fire of criticism, invective, sarcasm, raillery, and 
personal abuse, which they believed it to be their duty to 
pour upon the Irish Secretary for the time being, more than 
one strong man had quailed and succumbed. Mr. Balfour 
delighted his friends, and secured the ungrudging admiration 
of his opponents, by facing this formidable host with an airy 
imperturbability which apparently nothing could disturb. The 
more angry they became, the more merry waxed he. He 
made it his business to treat them with unconcealed in- 
solence, delighting in flinging at them taunts and gibes of the 
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most irritating kind, like the boy who shows his courage by 
provoking a tiger in its cage. His friends shouted their 
applause, and once again proclaimed the fact that at last 
they had found “a man.” 

Another advantage he possessed over his predecessors 
was the fact that he “ knew his own mind.” Other men have 
taken the Irish Secretaryship hoping for the best, perhaps 
believing the worst, but determined in any case to “hold the 
balance level,” as Gordon said, between all sections and 
parties in Ireland. No notion of this kind ever occurred to 
Mr. Balfour. He took office for the simple purpose of 
enforcing English rule in Ireland, and the simple principle 
which guided him was the conviction that in every case, and 
no matter under what circumstances, the Castle of which he 
now became the head must be held to be right, and the Irish 
people and their representatives to be wrong. It was his 
business to “ put down” agitation in Ireland. He was armed 
with almost unlimited powers for the purpose of doing so. 
He had secured a perpetual Coercion Act, and he had been 
authorised by his colleagues—who were delighted by the 
simplicity and thoroughness of the expedient—to begin opera- 
tions not only by making the Irish members subject to the 
fullest extent to all the penalties of the Coercion Act, but by 
treating them not as political antagonists but as ordinary 
criminals. 

This was business, his admirers declared, when it became 
known that Mr. Balfour meant to “stand no nonsense” with 
Mr. Parnell and his colleagues. And when this determination 
was put into action by the arrest of such trusted and well- 
loved leaders of the Irish people as Mr. O’Brien and Mr. 
Dillon, and their treatment in prison as common felons of the 
vilest kind, the admiration became almost ecstatic, and Mr. 
Balfour himself was worshipped as a hero. ‘There were some 
persons on the Tory benches who even then failed to appreciate 
the “‘ courage ” of this heaven-born Irish administrator, whose 
valour chiefly showed itself in the vigour and venom with 
which in the House of Commons he repaid the taunts and 
insults of the Irish members, who, poor souls, did not possess 
the power he enjoyed of enforcing his sarcasms by subjecting 
his antagonists to the penal rigours of the law. 

Still for a time Mr. Balfour seemed to be conquering. In 
spite of all the honourable traditions cherished by the English- 
man of to-day, in spite of the universal sentiment of the 
civilised world, Mr. Balfour, backed up by London society, 
and confident of the fact that no member of his uncle’s 
Cabinet would dare to criticise him, worked his will on 
the Irish people and the Irish members; and Europe was 
scandalised by the spectacle of members of the English House 
of Commons—the august mother of Free Parliaments—being 
hunted about the country like runaway forgers, being violently 
assaulted and handcuffed by brutal policemen, being sen- 
tenced to imprisonment by removable magistrates acting 
under the authority of a law passed by a strict party vote, 
and when in prison being subjected to personal outrages 
which the most debased and brutalised of criminals would 
have resented. 

It was “ business,” however ;-and if only Mr. Balfour had 
possessed a little more of that courage with which he has 
been so freely credited, and if only he had been able to 
induce his uncle to take the first and essential step towards 
governing Ireland as a conquered country by expelling her 
representatives from the House of Commons, he might 
possibly have succeeded, and Home Rule might have been 
put off for another score of years, despite the protests of 
English Liberals. 

But the Irish members were there in the House (with the 
exception of those who were in prison), and they were 
resolved that not an outrage, not an indignity, not an insult 
offered to one of their number, should pass unnoticed in 
Parliament, even though they had to face Mr. Smith and his 
gag whenever they sought to bring the truth to light; and 
behind them were the English Liberals, or rather those 








English Liberals who still believed that some sanctity, at all 
events, should attach to the office of a duly elected repre- 
sentative of the people, and that to treat your political 
opponent as a common criminal was an offence against the 
laws alike of God and man. And by-and-bye came the 
explosion which all intelligent men had foreseen must, under 
these circumstances, occur. It seemed a very small explosion 
at the time to the sagacious Mr. Balfour. But though the 
hurt it caused was neither as deep as a well nor as wide as a 
church door it was enough. Mr. Balfour treated it with 
ridicule at first ; made glorious fun out of it at a great gather- 
ing of his Coercionist friends, and, together with many of his 
ardent admirers in the House of Commons, insisted upon 
making it the subject of many choice jests both in public 
and private. It was only a question of an Irish member of 
Parliament who refused to put on the garb of a felon, and 
who was consequently left—after a struggle with an over- 
powering gang of gaol officials—to lie bruised, naked, starving, 
and in danger of his life, in a damp prison cell. 

“Mr. O’Brien’s breeches.” Oh! it was an admirable joke 
to Mr. Balfour and his friends. But the Irish Secretary, if he 
had been as clever as he believes himself to be, would have 
known that the joke was all against himself; that it was he 
and not the victim whom he left to wage an unequal fight 
against brutal warders, who was made ridiculous, and that the 
homely garment which furnished the theme of so many 
brilliant Tory sarcasms, had by his own folly been converted 
into a weapon fatal to himself. 

For when once the Irish Secretary had taken his stand 
upon the principle that no difference was henceforth to be 
made between the political offender and the common criminal, 
he was bound to fight it out to the end, or to acknowledge 
his own defeat. From the day when Mr. O’Brien was allowed 
to wear his own clothes in prison, the Irish members had 
passed the sharpest corner in their long struggle with the 
Coercionist Ministry, and Mr. Balfour was a beaten man. 

It seems ridiculous—-but it is true. Many people look 
upon it as humorous: it is really pathetic, almost tragical, 
That this young man, who seemed to be marching with such 
sure and easy strides to the most brilliant of victories, should 
fall back, baffled, before—Mr. O’Brien’s small-clothes! But 
history teaches us that objects even smaller have produced 
results not less great. 

Where is Mr. Balfour’s “policy” now? He still harries 
as many of his political opponents as possible; but he has 
found reasons for leaving them their clothes, even when he 
does succeed, by the aid of his removables, in getting them 
into prison. He still flings his bitter gibes and malignant 
sneers across the floor of the House at them, still laughs 
when they talk of a funeral, even though it be the funeral of 
one of their own colleagues; but there are some of them 
whom he would no more dare to touch than he would dare 
to touch Mr. Gladstone, and for all of them he entertains a 
new and wholly wholesome feeling of respect. 

Bit by bit in Ireland the fight is being relaxed—on 
the side, not of the people, but by the authorities. There are 
still sporadic outbursts of coercion of a wholly unjustifiable 
and discreditable kind. But the Castle is drawing in its out- 
posts, and concentrating its forces. Mr. Balfour has to think 
now, not of his own reputation as a “great” Irish Minister, 
but of the fortunes of his party in the coming election. 

Has he been successful in pacifying Ireland, in reconciling 
Irishmen to English rule, by his administration of the country ? 
Ask the election agents, and they will tell you that even in 
Ulster he has lost ground, and that nowhere else has he gained 
an inch. Has he strengthened the Ministry in England ? 
Ask the election agents again, and they will tell you that for 
the coming Liberal victory, of the approach of which every 
sensible man on both sides of the House is now assured, we 
have to thank Mr. Balfour before and above all other men 

Yet there are those who will think it ridiculous to speak 
of Mr. Balfour as a politician on the wane, 
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DESTRUCTION OF ‘“‘THE SCHEME OF LONDON 
GOVERNMENT.” 





T was rumoured a short time ago that in drafting their 
District Councils proposals for London the Government 
had decided to take the Parliamentary divisions as the new 
areas, but those who are interested in the Government of 
London, and who possess some knowledge of its working, 
felt confident that on careful consideration this scheme would 
not be adhered to. Another rumour is now afloat affecting 
very different arrangements as to area, proposed by very 
different people; and, although as a rule it is unwise to 
criticise schemes which have not been made public, the 
consequences of a mistake in the selection of the future areas 
for District Councils would have such far-reaching conse- 
quences to the Metropolis, that it may be well in the present 
instance to depart from a sound rule. ‘The sub-committee, 
of the Local Government and Taxation Committee of the 
County Council, appointed to consider the “Completion of 
the Scheme of London Government,” has been at work for 
many months. It is a strong sub-committee, consisting of 
some fifteen or sixteen prominent members of the Council. 
The majority of the committee seem to have started with 
the same thoroughly false idea in their minds with which the 
Government came to the consideration of the subject. The 
Government based their scheme upon the electoral areas 
lately settled by the House of Commons for Parliamentary 
elections, forgetting that Metropolitan electoral areas rest on 
population by the agreement of the two great parties, and 
must therefore from time to time undergo alteration, and, 
moreover, are completely modern, and have no historical 
existence. In local government, on the other hand, it is 
above all things essential that areas should be stereotyped, 
and it is not of the least importance that they should contain 
equal numbers of people. If the local government areas are 
frequently changed, not only do enormous difficulties arise 
with regard to the incidence of rates, while complicated 
financial adjustments as regards loans are rendered neces- 
sary, but the expenditure upon public buildings is wasted, 
as some at least, if not all, of the buildings are found to 
be in the wrong places, and all those traditions of community 
of life which are an essential element of good local govern- 
ment become lost. These considerations are sufficient to 
condemn the Government notion of basing the areas upon 
Parliamentary divisions ; an idea which is recommended only 
by that search for equality of numbers within the divisions, 
which rests upon ground as little solid as would an attempt to 
secure uniformity of size among the counties, or of popu- 
lation among the municipal boroughs of the provinces. 
The most radical reforms may be made with regard to the 
composition of District Councils and their powers without the 
slightest reason for attempting to equalise the size of the areas 
with which they deal. The sub-committee of the County 
Council on “the Completion of the Scheme of Local Govern- 
ment,” started, nevertheless, with this false idea, and reported, 
we are assured, in October last to the effect that it was 
desirable that one day what I hear their printers called the 
“ electorial ” division should become the same for all purposes. 
The committee began, however, by grouping Parliamentary 
divisions in the centre of the town. In the outskirts Fulham 
was saved in its separate existence by having a powerful friend 
upon the committee; but Clapham, which is larger than 
Fulham, was merged, and a total want of true consideration 
of the subject was revealed. The ground given by the sub- 
committee for recognising the separation between Fulham and 
Hammersmith, and that between Battersea and Wandsworth, 
was that Parliament had recently separated Fulham from 
Hammersmith, and Battersea from Wandsworth. The only 
ground, however, for this separation (which was suggested by 
the Local Government Board while I was connected with that 
body) was that the time had come when Fulham and Battersea 
should be placed in the same dignified position in which 





Parliament itself had placed Chelsea, Bethnal Green, and 
many other single parishes of middling size, at the time of 
the passing of the Metropolis Local Management Act. Yet 
the sub-committee who recognised with such alacrity the 
action of Parliament of what they called two (really between 
four and five) years ago, refused to recognise the will of 
Parliament with regard to far more populous parishes than 
Fulham, which were preserved in their distinct existence by 
Parliament in Sir B. Hall’s scheme of Metropolitan Local 
Government as long ago as 1855. The committee have 
continued to sit for between six and seven months, since they 
prepared their report and their maps of areas, and it is because 
the Local Government Committee of the County Council, of 
which they are a sub-committee, have abstained from pro- 
nouncing any decision upon the question up to the present 
time, and have, on the contrary, referred the matter to the 
whole of the members of the Council for consideration in the 
several committees on which they serve, that the time has 
come for the public to speak out and to show, as it is certain 


they will show, in the most unmistakable language, that the 


proposal of the sub-committee on London government is a 
senseless one, and one which will be unhesitatingly rejected 
by the opinion of the Metropolis. 

It must not be supposed that the committee have con- 
fined their work to making foolish and untenable proposals 
with regard to areas. ‘They have communicated to all their 
colleagues of the Council a long memorandum, to which they 
have evidently given much time and thought, and which has 
been prepared with skill, upon the functions of District 
Councils, and as to this there is little fault to find. In it 
will be seen the excellent results of by far the greater portion 
of the labours of the sub-committee, and the skilful hands of 
Sir Thomas Farrer, of Mr. Antrobus, of Mr. Beal, and of 
Mr. Dickinson, may be traced in the excellent memorandum 
on which several members of the County Council have now, 
I believe, privately consulted the skilled officers of their local 
boards. The only fault that is to be fairly found with 
the proposals of the sub-committee, apart from that as 
to areas, is mixed up with their false view as to areas, 
inasmuch as they recommend that eventually the Poor 
Law districts should become the same as their proposed 
District Councils districts. ‘This would have, on the one 
hand, the effect, for example, of merging the 110,000 people 
of Chelsea with the (say) 220,000 people of Kensington in 
one Union, where they are at present under two; while the 
(say) 70,000 people of Fulham and the (say) 100,000 people 
of Hammersmith, who are at present in one Union, would be 
divided into two. This is one instance, of which many might 
be found in other parts of London, of the peculiarities pre- 
sented by the areas scheme. If it be urged that Fulham and 
Hammersmith are fast increasing, which is true, no argument 
can avoid the fact that Kensington is large enough for any 
Board of Guardians to find its time fully occupied without 
our adding to their district a parish which, like Chelsea, 
has in winter time 1,300 paupers in its workhouse and 
infirmary, besides the lunatics, imbeciles, children in the Poor 
Law schools, and out-door poor. The sub-committee have 
not perhaps pronounced with sufficient strength of conviction 
in favour of the transfer to the District Councils of the work 
of the District Surveyors of the County Council, which 
clashes at present with the work performed by the surveyors 
to the Vestries, who would become surveyors to the 
District Councils. There can be no doubt, however, that this 
change will be made whenever the matter comes to be dealt 
with, and we fall back therefore upon the question of areas as 
having led the committee into their only mistake, but a 
mistake unfortunately of the gravest kind upon the most 
important point of all. 

The ideal of the committee has been to form, in central 
London, County Council Districts containing from 155,000 
to 330,000 persons by the census of 1881, and in the out- 
skirts to have districts less populous in order to provide for 
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the growth of population in the future. Thus it is that, while 
they throw together (under the name of Southwark) five 
Parliamentary divisions, and the present districts of St. 
Saviour’s, St. Olave, St. George the Martyr, Rotherhithe, Ber- 
mondsey, and Newington, with between 40,000 and 50,000 
inhabited houses, and with 330,000 people at the census of 
1881, they leave as separate districts Hampstead, which, in 
1881, had but 45,000 people and 5,000 inhabited houses, 
and Fulham, which had but 42,000 people and the same 
number of inhabited houses as Hampstead. The dis- 
proportion is extraordinary, and can only be defended 
by a consideration of the probability of Hampstead 
and Fulham in the course of time becoming as popu- 
lous as the great central districts proposed by the sub- 
committee. It should, however, be remembered that Fulham 
has but 1,700 acres, and Hampstead but 2,200 acres, as com- 
pared with between 8,000 and 9,000 acres in Wandsworth or 
in Woolwich ; and there is no reason whatever to suppose 
that Wandsworth and Woolwich will not increase as rapidly 
as Fulham and Hampstead, so that the equality or virtual 
equality at which the sub-committee have been aiming will, 
under their scheme, certainly never be in the least degree at- 
tained. It is really useless to further criticise a scheme so 
crude, and so certain to be unanimously rejected by instructed 
opinion if its authors dare submit it to public discussion 
throughout the metropolis. When Sir William Harcourt was 
preparing his London Government Bill, which would have 
created not only the County Council, but the District Councils 
as well, and at the same time, he had the advantage of the ad- 
vice of Mr. Firth, who is unhappily gone from us, and of Mr. 
Beal, who lives to guide the deliberations of the Committee 
to which the sub-committee will report. The view of the 
Liberal Government, put forward in their Bill without hesita- 
tion, and without, it may be confidently asserted, any differ- 
ence of opinion upon the subject at any time, was in favour of 
the general retention of the existing areas. ‘To that principle 
those who have continued the work since those days are still 
distinctly pledged. In Mr. Firth’s last addresses, printed for the 
London Liberal and Radical Union in 1888, in which he an- 
nounced Mr. Ritchie’s promise that if the London Council 
prepared proposals for the creation of the District Councils 
they would receive the most careful attention of the Govern- 
ment, Mr. Firth expressed his own view, as he always had 
done, in favour of adhering as far as possible to the existing 
areas. ‘The Government Bill of 1888, in its District Council 
part, which was dropped, followed the same plan. Both parties, 
through their official representatives, arecommitted to this prin- 
ciple; the Liberals by Sir William Harcourt’s measure, prepared 
as it was with the assistance of Mr. Beal and Mr. Firth; and 
the Conservatives in Mr. Ritchie’s Bill, approved upon this 
point by Mr. Firth. A report by Lord Hobhouse suggested 
that there should be a power in the future to alter boundaries, 
which is doubtless necessary, but its author wisely added 
that there was connected with the old areas “a multitude of 
old associations and sentiments which are entitled to great 
respect.” The London Municipal Reform League is dis- 
tinctly committed to the position that the District Councils 
shall exist for the present areas, with power after their 
creation as Districts, for the preparation of schemes for such 
well-considered change in individual cases as has been made 
by Parliament in the past; and the League is pledged “to 
build on the existing form of Metropolitan government.” 
The object of the League has been expressed as stimulating 
and fostering local life. It has pronounced for the view that 
the varying size of the District areas is practically immaterial, 
and as late as the 18th of April the League resolved that the 
District Councils “in place of the vestries” should be for 
“the existing areas preserved as far as possible.” No one 
can say that the draft scheme of the County Council sub- 
committee preserves existing areas as far as possible. On the 
contrary, no sufficient ground can be found for the merging of 
Clapham in Battersea, for the union of St. Giles’s with 





Holborn, for the swamping of Cheisea in Kensington, for the 
extinction of St. George in the East, Limehouse, and Bethnal 
Green, or the destruction of Rotherhithe, Bermondsey, and 
Newington. I believe that the inhabitants of some of these 
districts, which it is proposed to merge, are as proud of 
their local life as we are in my own district; but I can 
speak best of the corporate existence of the parish which 
happens to be my own. Our area has remained untouched, 
since in the Saxon times we were first separated from 
Westminster. Our local elective institutions date back 
earlier than Parliament itself. ‘They were modified in 1855, 
as were those of the whole metropolis ; but the area was left un- 
touched, and has never varied by a square inch at any time. 
The district is large enough for a real local life. Chelsea ex- 
ceeds in size and in population the greater portion of the muni- 
cipal boroughs of the United Kingdom, to which freely elective 
local institutions and complete self-government are entrusted. 
Its inhabitants have always shown a strong wish that London 
should be united for the larger purposes of government, and 
they remain constant to that view. ‘The County Council has 
in London no better friends, and the political parties vie with 
one another in helping to make London government good. 
But I venture to assert that should any attempt be set on 
foot to merge the parish in its larger neighbour (which itself 
has a splendid history, but a wholly separate history), that 
attempt will be resisted by a popular voice which, on that 
matter at least, will be unanimous. Doubtless the same will 
be the case in many of the other parishes which I have 
named. If there were sufficient reasons which, in the interest 
of London as a whole, made it desirable to face this unani- 
mous hostile opinion in localities, every Radical would wish 
to see it faced, however much Conservatives might naturally 
shrink from doing so. But there is not only no sufficient 
reason, but no reason whatever of any kind, for interfering 
with the local life of parishes self-contained for all purposes, 
and large enough to produce the elements of excellent self- 
government. In our own case, in the parish in which I 
write, and of which it is proposed to destroy the identity, we 
have 110,000 people; we are a separate Parliamentary 
borough, the most populous, indeed, of all. We have the 
same area for local government and for poor-law purposes, 
and our boundaries for both these purposes have never at any 
time been touched. What conceivable reason can be offered 
to the County Council, to Parliament, or to the inhabitants, for 
merging them in Kensington as a division of a District ? The 
attempt to secure uniformity of size in the various districts of 
the metropolis is a will-o’-the-wisp, as I have shown; for in 
the scheme of the sub-committee which I have so sharply 
criticised, the census population ofthe proposed Districts is 
eight times as great in some cases as in others, and the area 
(even excluding the case of the City) over twelve times 
as great; while, should the scheme be adopted, it is 
certain that in course of time Wandsworth and Wool- 
wich will altogether overbalance the other Districts which 
will have been created by the action of the sub-committee. 
There is no more reason, however, for this attempted equality 
of size—impossible of attainment—than there is for making all 
municipal boroughs equal with one another. ‘The attempted 
equality of population must involve continual change, while 
permanency of area in local government is essential, for the 
reasons which I have given. The cost of change, moreover, 
is great ; for when Districts are abolished compensation will 
have to be paid to their officials, and their town halls will 
cease tobe used. No ground, it is contended, has been shown 
for any attempt to re-divide London into chess-board squares. 
The attempt of the sub-committee to re-divide it results in pro- 
posals which depart more widely from uniformity than do the 
present areas, and which really constitute change for the sake 
of change. On the other hand, their suggestions, if adopted, 
would destroy a local history of which some of the London 
parishes are as proud as are cities like Oxford and Worcester 
themselves of theirs. It would put an end to a long and 
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useful corporate life, and replace it by the struggles of an 
actual warfare with neighbouring parishes with which the 
districts would unwillingly be linked ; and it is submitted that 
the plan of Sir William Harcourt and of the Municipal 
Reform League, afterwards adopted as it was at first by 
Mr. Ritchie, is the true one. Let us introduce great reforms, 
simplification of elections, consolidation of powers—changes 
of a democratic type, but changes on the basis of the existing 
well-known areas, to which afterwards in some cases modifi- 
cations might be introduced by schemes of such obvious 
advantage (as they would be in one or two parts of London) 
that the consent of the inhabitants might be won for them. 
CHARLES W. DILKE. 








THE LABOUR HOLIDAY. 





S a broad principle, the Labour Holiday is a thoroughly 
reasonable idea ; and it is hard to see how any fair and 
liberal mind can refuse it encouragement and support. ‘That 
wild things have been proposed and foolish things said in 
connection with it ought not to prejudice sober persons from 
sympathy with the principle. The principle is simply this : 
that the labourers throughout the civilised world find their 
hours of labour excessive ; that they are resolved by united 
efforts to shorten those hours ; and they propose to “ demon- 
strate,” or announce, their resolve by a public gathering on 
an appointed day. ‘These propositions are one and all true 
‘and reasonable. ‘The hours of labour ave excessive ; if they 
‘are to be shortened it must be by united effort ; and a public 
“demonstration ” is the accepted method of addressing public 
opinion. 

It would be useless to discuss whether a “ demonstration ” 
is the absolutely best method of agitation. All nations, 
classes, and parties, hold big public gatherings, and call on 
gods and men to witness their union and their numbers. 
Unionists and Home Rulers, French Republics, Railways, 
‘Academies, United States, Kings and Queens, Salvation 
Armies, Temperance Leagues, Primrose habitations, and 
the Post Offices ‘demonstrate ;” and consider the sound 
and display they can make testimonials of their vitality 
and ‘progress. It is too late to carp at what is an ac- 
cepted habit of our age. It is the ordinary course of 
things then that workmen, if they seek to remind the world 
of their existence, and to impress on the world their 
wants, should hold similar gatherings. And since their 
strength lies in numbers, and their weakness in poverty, 
their “ demonstration” has to take the form of a mass meet- 
ing in some conspicuous public place. It is really a fine idea 
to hold a Labour Holiday in the first week of May as a visible 
and material sign of the universality of labour and its demand 
for more rest. Great exhibitions of industry, art galleries, 
evangelical societies, military parades, cricket clubs, races, and 
the “season,” begin in earnest the first week in May. And 
it was a happy thought to take the same date for a universal 
Labour Holiday. It does not look as if this year much would 
come of it. Inexperience and jealousies may make co-operation 
difficult ; but the idea is too good to be dropped. And we 
may fully expect to see the first week of May dedicated as 
the Festival of Labour much as the 14th of July is now the 
Festival of the Republic in France, and the 4th of July in 
America. 

The Labour Holiday is no doubt not a simple demand 
for more rest, but it is more or less distinctly associated with 
the eight-hour day. And quite rightly; a protest, to be 
emphatic, should embody a definite reform. For my part 
I am wholly in favour of the eight-hour day as the normal 
rule. My friends and myself have urged it as a principle 
for upwards of twenty years, pressed it on workmen, on 
employers and the public in various ways. It is nearly 
twenty years since some of us put out a programme of 








Social Reform, in which the eight-hour day stood as 
one of the essential conditions. Since then we have 
advocated it in the- press, on platforms, and in confer- 
ences, appealing to trades . unionists, capitalists, and: the 
public. When Lord Brassey published, in 1872, his useful 
book on “ Work and Wages,” I strongly urged the importance 
of his proof that ours of labour are no test of the cost of 
production, and of his recommendation of an eight hours’ 
day by a system. of relays. As a member of a party which 
has been urging the eight-hour day for a generation, I hail 
the proposed Labour Holiday as a new means of propaganda. 
Why eight hours? we are asked. Well, for many reasons. 
Eight hours has been attempted by legislation in the United 
States, and has been achieved in Australia by combination. 
Eight hours is found in practice to be as much as an average 
man can work day by day, and yet retain some freshness of 
mind and body for mental improvement and home-life. Ten 
hours may be endured without immediate injury to health ; 
but it leaves little or no margin of free time. One of 
the most powerful as well as most intelligent workmen 
I ever knew told the Trades Union Commission that a 
man who could not tire himself out in eight hours was 
not a first-class workman. Eight hours is the accepted day 
for the commercial and professional classes, and all the 
educated assistants whom theyemploy. The average banker, 
lawyer, merchant, or broker, is well content if he can get 
eight hours’ honest work out of his clerks. Why is the 
builder, the engineer, or the coal-master to get more? Nine 
hours is an invisible degree of change from ten. And nine 
will not divide twenty-four, and eight will. Lord Brassey 
showed how in ocean navigation and in some works, such as 
collieries, production was carried on continuously with very 
costly machinery in three relays of eight hours each. Two 
relays of eight hours each could be got into the time between 
5 a.m. and g p.m.—without making either of the shifts night- 
work, strictly so-called—every “shift” coming on, or going 
off work at 1 p.m. after noon. An eight-hour day is an 
ideal to stir up hope and effort. And it is not so short as to 
be economically impossible, or extravagantly indulgent. 
“Shorter hours and more regular work” is the uniform 
cry of the social reformer and educational enthusiast. It is 
the condition of any fresh progress. Whilst the hours of 
labour are so exhausting and so spasmodic, civilisation re- 
mains in a backward and unhealthy state. All other demands 
must give way to this, unless society is to wither or to grow 
into ominous forms of tension. If shorter hours mean dear 
things, things must be dear. If they mean reduced produc- 
tion, production must be reduced. If they mean much em- 
barrassment to capital, capital must be embarrassed. But 
we will not listen to all these cries of panic. It is the old 
story that if we abolished West Indian slavery we should 
have no sugar. Then, when slavery was abolished in the 
American Union, there was to be no cotton. When we sup- 
pressed infant labour in factories, the textile industries were 
to be ruined. When women were rescued from underground 
coal-mines, we were to get no coal. When climbing boys 
were not allowed as sweeps, we were to have smoky chimneys. 
And when the Corn Laws were abolished, agriculture was to 
disappear. The simple answer was :—Then go without sugar, 
cotton, coal, and shirtings ; learn to bear smoky flues, and to live 
without ploughed fields. Of course the issue proved that this 
was all nonsense, and the bugbears were weak inventions of the 
enemy. Capital soon found out means to get over the 
difficulty. ‘That is the business of capital and its sole social 
justification, that it can get us out of social and economical 
dilemmas. .We soon had more sugar, more cotton, more 
shirtings, more coal than ever, better swept chimneys, and 
more scientific farming, ten times more in quantity, for half 
the price, and yet the wages of the producers went up all 
round. Capital is very ingenious and very elastic. It has 
done it before, and it must do it again. Its task will be to 
produce as much in eight hours as it has hitherto done in ten. 
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The task is not so very difficult, and it must find the solution 
—or give up the command. 

Those who have studied the facts—not in @ friort reason- 
ings of economists in books, but in practical experience 
know that it is within the bound of reasonable expectation 
that the eight hours’ labour of more cultivated, more willing, 
and less jaded men may be made by better discipline, im- 
proved machinery, and higher organisation, to equal in result 
the ten hours’ labour of more ignorant, less contented, and 
more over-driven men, just as Lord Brassey shows that 
sixteen hours in a Russian cotton-mill produces far less than 
ten hours in a Lancashire factory, that sixteen coolies at 
6d. per day do less work than an English navvy at 8s. It 
is therefore pedantic ignorance which tries to settle this com- 
plex problem by the rule of three, and assumes that the ninth 
and tenth hour of labour are equally productive with the first 
and the second; and that every hour of “labour” (meaning 
a human being with a brain, and a will, and a heart) mathe- 
matically turns out so many pounds of manufactured goods 
with the immovable precision of a weighing machine. This 
is as silly as it would be to assume that an army of 50,000 
men must, always and everywhere, beat an army of 40,000 
men. Many a general agrees with Cromwell, who said he 
never fared so well as when he fought against odds. 

Why assume as a matter of course that a workman’s 
holiday means loss of wages? Judges, civil servants, officers 
of the Crown, do not forfeit salary when they go on vacation 
or leave. City clerks, and business employés, even domestic 
servants, expect full salaries, when they take a holiday. Why 
is the workman considered as incapable of needing rest? 
Why has he always to pay for it? The answer is plain. He 
is still regarded as outside the pale of civilised life, too much 
regarded as the mere descendant of the serf. Now all social 
and even religious reforms are ultimately reducible to this 
reform : make the workman a full sharer in all the moral, 
social, and intellectual benefits of the whole social system. 
And the first condition of this is—less exhausting daily labour. 

He will force himself into the privileged circle by one 
means or other ; and he had better be admitted with grace. 
Already he has forced the greatest of modern sovereigns to 
stir himself in his cause. In England, as in most Euro- 
pean countries, he holds the ultimate reserve of political 
power in a preponderance of votes. All that he asks by the 
proposed Labour Holiday is to recognise the Eight Hours’ 
Day as the ideal to aim at. Anda more legitimate demand 
can hardly be imagined. That frantic men take the oppor- 
tunity of making the demonstration for shorter hours a 
revolutionary manifesto is natural, but it is a mere incident. 
That the Government of the Republic in France is resolved 
to prohibit the demonstration is a miserable confession of 
weakness, characteristic of the docfrinaire conservatism which 
now calls itself Opportunist. It must be admitted, however, 
that the holiday movement in France has openly proclaimed 
itself as an attack on the Constitution and the Government. 
And if the Government believes that it implies riot and 
plunder, the Government must take its measures. 

I have said nothing here about legislation to enforce an 
eight hours’ day as a universal maximum. ‘The question is 
not a necessary part of a Labour Holiday; and I will advo- 
cate it myself when I see the smallest sign that the workmen 
of these islands have any idea of accepting so preposterous a 
tyranny. If public men had a little more grit, we should 
hear much less of this stage-thunder bluster. Members of 
Parliament and candidates, who are perpetually watching the 
gyrations of the cat, are answerable for the growth of this 
nightmare-spectre of a few impudent demagogues. Men who 
are neither members nor candidates can speak plainly about 
this blatant tyranny, and counsel honest men to resist it to 
the death. The Eight Hours’ Day by all means—but to be 
won as the Ten Hours’ Day, and the free right of combina- 
tion, and all other labour reforms, have been ever won by 
Englishmen. FREDERIC HARRISON. 
















































POLITICS IN NEWFOUNDLAND. 


WwHat is happening in Newfoundland? It is a portion of 
the Queen’s dominions; it has important relations with 
this country ; it is at present, as we know, in a state of discontent, 
and experts in foreign affairs tell us that it may yet be the cause 
of a grave rupture between this country and France. Yet who 
knows and who cares anything about Newfoundland affairs? 
Our newspapers tell us nothing. They are full of East Africa ; 
for our nearest Western colony they have hardly a word to say. 

The Colonial Office Blue Books give useful accounts of the 
past history of the everlasting fishery question, with clear narra- 
tions of the anomalous but indisputable rights of France on the 
northerly shores of the island; but even if those publications dealt 
with present events, it would not be within their scope to describe 
the political changes in the island, which are not, however, with- 
out important bearing upon the international controversy. Those 
who have tried to follow the matter at issue with the French will 
recollect that the discussion about the legality according to treaty 
of the Bait Bill (the enactment to prevent the export of bait used 
in the cod-fishery, which was intended to handicap the industry 
of the French fishermen) was succeeded by the lobster-canning 
question. The French, under ancient treaties, have the exclusive 
right to portions of the shore, where they may catch fish and erect 
stands for drying it, but their right to trap lobsters and to prepare 
them is disputed, the Newfoundlanders urging that lobsters are 
not fish and that drying is not canning. While this controversy 
was proceeding, the general election took place, and though the 
new franchise was on a basis unprecedented in the British 
Empire, such is the amazing indifference at home to Impe- 
rial affairs, that no notice whatever was, we believe, taken 
in England of this most interesting legislative experiment until 
Sir Charles Dilke drew attention to it some months after the 
elections in “Problems of Greater Britain.” The Electors’ 
Qualification Act of 1889 grants manhood suffrage to all male in- 
habitants of the colony over the age of twenty-five, the reason of 
this peculiar limitation being that it was considered not advisable 
to give the vote to youths, lest, before settling down in the in- 
dustries of the country, they should be inclined to vote for Federa- 
tion with Canada, which would give them a larger field for their 
energies. 

The elections took place towards the end of last year, and their 
importance was enhanced by the fact that for the first time they 
were conducted by ballot. The Ballot Act was passed nearly 
three years ago, in May, 1887, but no election had taken place 
under its provisions, and we are inclined to believe that it had 
a greater effect on the polling than had the extension of the 
franchise. It must be remembered that in Newfoundland there 
are two classes who have exercised a powerful influence on the 
population, the Catholic bishops and clergy on the one hand, 
and the merchants on the other, though their respective in- 
fluences have not necessarily been antagonistic. The Roman 
Catholics, all of Irish extraction though mostly not of Irish birth, 
number about 80,000 in a total population of about 200,000, and 
in the one large centre, St. John’s, the capital, they are to the 
Protestants in the proportion of two to one. The merchants, 
who for the most part are Protestant, have had the fishing people 
completely in their hands owing to the truck system which 
prevails in the cod-fisheries. Roughly speaking, then, the 
priests returned the members to the House of Assembly in 
urban districts where Catholicism was predominant, and the 
merchants returned them in the more sparsely populated dis- 
tricts where the fisheries are carried on. It should be borne 
in mind that though party spirit runs high in Newfoundland 
between Protestant and Catholic, and though many heads have 
been broken in religious riots at election times, there is no party 
cleavage as regards policy. The last Assembly had a majority 
favourable to the Catholics, but its legislation in no wise differed 
from that of the preceding House, which was Protestant. This 
peculiarity was brought into prominence at the recent elections. 
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So far as we can gather, the opposing candidates before the 
eighteen constituencies of the island did not advocate opposite 
policies. On both sides the imputation of a leaning towards 
Confederation with Canada was rigorously repelled, and the atti- 
tude of candidates regarding the Bait Bill was adapted to local 
sentiment and interest. On no such questions was the election 
fought. The sole determination of the electorate seemed to be 
to revolt against the old nomination system. In Roman Catholic 
districts independent Catholics were run against the nominees of 
priests and bishop, and in every case returned. In the con- 
stituencies where mercantile influence prevailed, candidates were 
returned whose names had never been heard of in the districts 
previously, and the old members, who had been personally 
popular, and had, in many cases, substantially benefited the 
constituencies, were defeated by unknown opponents by over- 
whelming majorities on large polls. After fifty years of quasi- 
representative government the democracy of the little Colony 
suddenly having its fetters removed had no thought of future 
policy or of past favours, but one fixed idea to proclaim its eman- 
cipation. This new condition of things must henceforward be 
reckoned with in considering public opinion in Newfoundland 
on the international question. In time past it was sufficient to 
recognise the views of a community of respectable merchants, 
and of a body of Catholic priests with a wise and moderate 
bishop at their head. The French question has always called 
for that tact which has been conspicuously exhibited by the 
officers of the navies of England and of France, who have had 
most to do with the adjustment of points at issue. 

At the present moment the attitude of the Government at St. 
John’s is that of contentment with the interpretation put upon 
the treaties by the law officers of the Crown, and of desire to 
make no proposition such as the French Government is urging 
the British Government to make. The opinion in Newfoundland 
seems to be generally against a repeal of the Bait Act, though 
two prominent members of the new Administration in their 
election addresses promised the voters of their constituencies, 
which used to supply bait to the French island of St. Pierre, 
that they would urge some relaxation of the strict interpretation 
of the statute. Moreover, the law officers of the Crown have 
advised that under the treaties the French have no right to can 
lobsters, so the general sentiment in Newfoundland is guéeta 
non movere. It is an advantage for the three parties con- 
cerned—Great Britain, France, and Newfoundland—that the two 
French officials who are being consulted on the Quai d’Orsay 
are as intimate with the subject and its difficulties as they are 
with the sentiments in the Colony. One of them is the French 
Consul at St. John’s, and the other is Admiral Houmann, who 
has been in command of the French squadron on the Fisheries, 
and both of them are on most friendly terms with the inhabitants 
of the island. The Newfoundlanders say that the Admiral and 
the Consul might inform their Government that all difficulties 
would be put an end to, and that the Colonists would be in a 
mood to make every concession, if the French would take off the 
bounty on their fish exported to Spain, Portugal, Italy, and the 
United States. We cannot say that this way out of the difficulty 
seems likely to be opened up on the initiative of the French 
Government. 

The French press during the present year has been, on the 
whole, more or less moderate upon the question, which has not 
excited much feeling when made the subject of interpellation in 
the Chamber. M. Spuller was attacked before Easter by his 
opponents for lack of vigour in protecting French interests, and 
his successor, M. Ribot, will probably undergo similar hostile 
criticism. We make no attempt to offer a solution of the 
question, but it is an extremely disagreeable one to have remain- 
ing in suspense, as England has always to reckon with the French 
sentiment arising from the fact that the possession by France of 
the islands of St. Pierre and Miquelon, and her rights enjoyed 
upon the French shore of Newfoundland, are the only remnants 
of the Empire which she once seemed likely to build up in 





North America. If Newfoundland joined the Canadian Do- 
minion, that event would in no way affect French treaty right. 
M. Deloncle, a French writer, stated the other day that France 
would be willing to remove her fishing establishments from the 
coast of Newfoundland to the Great Bank in consideration 
of certain money payments by Great Britain and certain ces- 
sions in Africa, the West Indies, or the Pacific. We know not 
with what authority he wrote, and we cannot conceive what 
cession would be possible in the West Indies. In the Pacific 
we can give up nothing; but as Egypt is obviously not re- 
ferred to by the use of the word Africa, it is possible that there 
are Frenchmen who would be willing that their Government 
should accept some British possession on the West Coast of 
Africa in exchange. We heartily wish that some such modus 
solvendi might be arrived at. 








STANLEY. 


aontiepanan 
HE hero coming back to us to-day from Africa is not only the 
greatest traveller of the age; he is also its shortest-tempered 
man. He might be an American for his proneness to quick and 
sudden quarrel, and his heart is on his sleeve, though the sport of 
pecking at it is not without danger for the daws. His scenes of 
discovery might be marked on the map by crossed pens to indi- 
cate battles in the newspapers. There is the Battle of Ujiji, the 
Battle of the Congo Basin, and we have lately had some pre- 
liminary skirmishes of the Battle of Wadelai. Dwelling so long 
with Nature, Stanley nas become again her child, and when 
anything upsets him he lets himself go. He is incapable of a 
hidden grievance ; he lives by shocks of energy; and his most 
familiar manifestation of being is to have it out. When he came 
back with the wondrous story of the discovery of Livingstone, 
every Nestor of travel would have advised him to play a waiting 
game. That was obviously the wisdom of ages as applied to the 
situation: Wait, and be content to be misunderstood and mis- 
represented. Cultivate the patient smile, and the meekness that 
turns the cheek to the geographical smiter. Stanley did nothing 
of the kind. ‘He gave blow for blow, answered doubt by sarcasm 
and invective, and, like Mahomet, converted to faith in his good 
faith by the sword. As the proofs accumulated, the sceptics learned 
that they would have to surrender the honours of the last 
blow. The Nestorian method might, of course, have answered 
the same purpose, but the other was Stanley’s way. So when 
he returned to this planet from the sources of the Congo he went 
to war with Lieutenant De Brazza, who had tried to tap his new 
trade route from the French settlements on the west coast. That 
was a great war. It was fought in Paris before a jury of terrified 
savants, reinforced by the man in the street. Between the 
mouth of the Congo and the Upper Congo there is Stanley Pool. 
If you hope for anything like continuous navigation, it is idle to 
put a boat on the river till you have passed the Pool. Navigation 
proper begins there, and to that point it is best to go by road or 
rail from the coast. De Brazza thought he might creep up to the 
Pool from the contiguous French settlements, and so put his 
countrymen on the river by a better, if not a shorter way. He 
crept and crept, in long and painful wanderings, and finally 
came back to announce that the path was clear. He brought 
treaties with native chiefs in his pocket, signed with a mark, yet 
couched in excellent French. He brought reports of conversa- 
tions. These excellent black men, it was evident, could do every- 
thing but write, and they were perfectly familiar with the s7dcle of 
Louis XIV. They seemed to talk in leading articles. “To be 
frank with you,” said King Makoko to the Lieutenant, “I love 
France. Her civilising mission is the hope of humanity.” In an 
evil hour for himself, and for his inventor, Makoko went on to 
compare De Brazza’s peaceful propaganda with Stanley’s blood- 
thirsty rule. 
This was enough for the man of pepper and iron. He joined 
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issue in a terrible attack on De Brazza delivered at a public 
banquet of the Parisian club that bears the Stanley name. It 
was the nearest opportunity, and he seized it ; the quarrel was to 
be understood of no man but a cartographer. The astonished 
company, who had expected the smooth sayings of after-dinner 
oratory in terms that everybody might understand, were treated 
to hard ones in the mysterious nomenclature of African geo- 
graphy. De Brazza was tackled as to his right of priority 
as a discoverer, and generally as to his right to any other 
designation than that of a mere human being. He was chal- 
lenged to deny that he had obtained his knowledge of the region 
by affecting a merely humanitarian interest in Stanley’s labours 
of exploration, and had used the information so acquired for the 
exclusive benefit of France. 

This was Stanley in one mood. The Stanley of another was 
seen a day or two after, when the chastened offender was invited 
to another banquet at Stanley’s hotel. Here it was understood 
that De Brazza would be on his defence. He entered on his 
defence with a liberal use of lucifer matches on the table-cloth, to 
represent African rivers, and saucers which stood for African lakes. 
A pepper castor marked the site of Stanley Falls. 

Nobody but the principals understood one word of it, and 
nobody felt sorry for his ignorance. It was enough to know that 
the two’ explorers learned to know each other better over the 
table-cloth, and that a lucifer match happily adjusted, after much 
discussion, seemed to leave them the best of friends. Peace made— 
according to the custom of African and other travel—there were 
appropriate rejoicings. Stanley, in drinking to the general joy of 
the whole table, delivered a brief eulogy of each guest in turn, 
beginning to the right or left of him, and never pausing till he had 
achieved the tour of the company. It was a most trying ordeal, 
but its exuberant kindliness of intention deprived it of every 
element of offence. If the guest happened to be a tall man and 
broad-shouldered, broad-shouldered and tall men were praised. 
If his forte were a flashing eye, he heard of it; if he played the 
fiddle in his leisure, he had to blush to find it fame. There was 
a certain barbaric suggestion in it, as of something from the court 
of King M’wanga, which was not without its charm. Its chief 
interest, however, lay in its clue to the character of Stanley. He 
had quarrelled with De Brazza; he had become reconciled to 
him; and, in each case, he had done it with what the French 
call effusion. He has a tendency to be always in the extreme 
of wrath or love. His friends are the dearest friends that ever 
man had ; his enemies are the wickedest people alive. He dis- 
sembles badly, and would make but a poor villain in a trans- 
pontine play. When he was angry with De Brazza, he attacked 
him in utter disregard of the proprieties of a ceremonial dinner. 
When he became reconciled to him, he was for toasting all the 
world—again with a supreme indifference to the conventions 
of the scene. His rescue of Emin is another example. The 
conventions and the proprieties would certainly have suggested 
an avoidance of all hint of misunderstanding. Here was Emin 

—captive of Stanley’s beads and his Gatling—and more precious 
than any individual figure that ever graced a Roman triumph. It 
seemed indispensable that Rescuer and Rescued should appear 
together before the public eye. They were inseparable as parts 
of the pageant of heroism. The Rescuer, however, acknowledged 
no necessity of this sort. He was not well pleased with the 
Rescued, and he took the very earliest opportunity of saying 
so. He could not wait till he reached Zanzibar; he seemed 
to send it off express from the desert. Emin was no sooner 
in safe keeping, and the glorious exploit achieved, than we 
heard of his pitiful incompetence to make up his own mind. It 
was the beginning of a quarrel which is destined to have further 
developments ; only precedent, however, we feel sure, to a general 
reconciliation all round. Is it a fault? Is it a virtue? It is 
certainly a marked quality of Stanley, for good or for ill. 
Africa is only half to blame or to praise for it; the other 
half of the responsibility must certainly be borne by New York. 
The American reporter—and as such this really great man began 





—ever fighting fiercely for his own hand, has the savage quality 
in the quickness of his emotions, of joy and of sorrow, of love and 
hate. Happily Stanley, however, is something more than this. 
He is really a great man, and perhaps he is endeared to us all 
the more because of those features of his character which show 


that he is not altogether exempt from the infirmities of commoa 
humanity. 








THE BONA-FIDE TRAVELLER. 





“TRIS thirsty gentleman is threatened with extinction. His 

Sabbatical pint is in danger. He has just been reported 
against by a Royal Commission. Threatened men, we know, live 
long, and it is not for us to raise false alarms, but though the end 
of the dond-fide traveller may be not yet, his glory has departed. 
His more than Sabbath-day journeys in search of the liquor that 
he loves, extended though they are by statute over three dreary, 
dusty miles of turnpike, have been ridiculed, and, worse than 
that, his dond-fide character—hitherto his proud passport to ir- 
toxication—has been roughly condemned as pleonastic. A pretty 
pleonasm, truly, which has broached many a barrel. The Com- 
missioners say, “ We think it would be advisable to eliminate the 
words éond-fide. No sensible person could suppose that the 
Legislature in using the word travelier meant to include persons 
who make a pretence only of being such, and are not travellers 
really and in fact.” At present there are two classes of Sunday 
travellers: there is the real traveller and there is the 4ond-fide 
traveller. It is the latter whose existence is menaced. The 
sooner he dies the better, for, in plain English, he is a drunken 
dog. 

The Report of the Royal Commission as to the operation of 
the Welsh Sunday Closing Act of 1881 has just been published, 
and, as the phrase runs, will repay perusal. It is full of humanity 
and details about our neighbours, their habits and customs. 
However true it may have been, or still may be, that one half of 
the world does not know how the other half lives, it is a libel 
upon the curiosity of mankind to attribute this ignorance to in- 
difference. No facts are more popular than those which relate 
to people’s lives. Could it be discovered how many people 
prefer tea without sugar, the return would be printed in every 
newspaper of Great Britain, and be made the text of tens 
of thousands of leading articles. We are all alike in this respect, 
though some of us are ashamed to own it. We are by no means 
sure that the man answered badly who, when asked which of 
George Eliot’s characters was lodged most firmly in human 
memories, replied boldly, Mrs. Linnet. Everybody remembers 
Mrs. Linnet, and grins broadly at the very mention of her name. 
“On taking up the biography of a celebrated preacher, she im- 
mediately turned to the end to see what disease he died of; and 
if his legs swelled as her own occasionally did, she felt a stronger 
interest in ascertaining any earlier facts in the history of the 
dropsical divine ; whether he had ever fallen off a stage-coach, 
whether he had married more than one wife, and, in general, any 
adventures or repartees recorded of him prior to the epoch of 
his conversion. Then she glanced over the letters and diary, 
and wherever there was a predominance of Zion, the River of 
Life, and notes of exclamation, she turned over to the next page ; 
but any passage in which she saw such promising nouns as ‘ smail- 
pox,’ ‘pony,’ or ‘boots and shoes,’ at once arrested her.” How 
inimitable it is! And yet Mr. Oscar Browning prefers “ Daniel 
Deronda.” It is a comforting reflection that whether you write 
well or whether you write ill, you have always an audience. 

But Mrs. Linnet’s deep-rooted popularity proves how fond we 
all are of escaping from abstractions and predictions, and seizing 
hold of the things about which we really feel ourselves entitled to 
an opinion. Mrs. Linnet would have read a great part of the 
Report to which we have referred with much interest. It is full 
of most promising nouns. Mrs. Linnet’s opinion as to a dond-fide 
traveller would be quite as valuable as Lord Balfour of Burleigh’s 
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But who is a dond-fide traveller? He is a person who seeks 
drink on Sunday during hours when by law public-houses are 
closed. He has therefore to make out a special case for being 
supplied with drink. The fact that he is thirsty counts for nothing. 
Everybody is thirsty on Sunday. His special case is that he is 
not a resident but a traveller, and wants refreshment to enable 
him to go on travelling. But here the law steps in, “ big-wigged, 
voluminous-jawed,” and adds this qualification—that nobody shall 
be considered a éond-fide traveller who is not three miles away 
from his last bed. An attorney’s clerk of three months’ standing 
could have foretold what has happened, namely, that every- 
body who is three miles from home becomes at once and 
ipso facto a bond-fide traveller. You rap with your knuckles 
at the door of the shut inn; it is partially opened, and the 
cautious publican or his spouse inquires of you where you come 
from ; you name a city of the plain four miles off, and the next 
moment finds you comfortably seated in the bar-parlour. Falsely 
to represent yourself as a dond-fide traveller is a misdemeanour, 
but assuming you are three miles away from home, how can such 
a representation be made falsely? We are all pilgrims in this 
world. If my sole motive for walking three miles on Sunday is 
to get a pint of beer at the “ Griffin,” doubtless I am not a dond- 
Jide traveller, but if my motive be to get both the walk and the 
beer, who dare asperse my good faith? Should I have taken the 
walk but for the beer, or should I have taken the beer but for the 
walk? are questions far too nice to be made the subject of summary 
process. 

The Commissioners cannot be accused of shirking this difficult 
question. They brace up their minds to it, and deliver themselves 
as follows. There is, say they, in language of almost Scriptural 
simplicity, first the traveller who makes a journey either by rail- 
way or otherwise, on business or for some other necessary cause. 
His case, in the opinion of the Commissioners, is a simple one. 
He is entitled to drink by the way. But next, proceed the Com- 
missioners in language of less merit, “ there is the individual who 
leaves his place of residence in the morning, or it may be later in 
the day, intending to be absent for some hours, inclusive perhaps, 
but not necessarily, of his midday meal, his object being primarily 
change of air and scene, exercise, relaxation of some kind, a visit 
to friends, or some reasonable cause other than merely to qualify 
for entrance into a licensed house.” This is the mixed-motive 
case already hinted at. Then, thirdly, there is the bold bad man 
“who yoes from his home to a point not less than three miles dis- 
tant, either on foot or by wheeled vehicle by road or rail, primarily 
if not solely to procure the drink which the Act denies him within 
three miles of where he lodged the previous night.” This gentle- 
man is the genuine Jomd-fide traveller known to all policemen and 
magistrates, and it is he who is threatened with extinction. But 
how is he to be differentiated from the individual who leaves his 
place of residence in the morning and goes to a place, not in 
search of drink, but where, for all that, drink is? For example, it 
appears from this report that near Swansea is a place of resort 
called the Mumbles. A great many people go there every Sun- 
day, and a considerable number return home drunk at night ; 
but, say the Commissioners, and we entirely believe them, “it is 
impossible for us to say what proportion of them go for change 
and exercise and what proportion for the sake of drink.” But 
if it be impossible, how is the distinction between the individual 
who leaves his place of residence in the morning, and the bold 
bad man, to be maintained ? 

There are those who would abolish the exemption in favour of 
travellers altogether. Let him who travels on Sunday take his 
liquor with him in a flask. There areothers who would allow his 
glass to the traveller who is not on pleasure bent, but would refuse 
it to everybody else. A third party hold that a man who takes 
exercise for his health is as much entitled to refreshment as the 
traveller who goes on business. No one has been found bold 
enough to say a word for the man who travels in order that he 
may drink. 

The Commissioners, after the wont of such men, steer a 





middle course.‘ : They agree with the Rev. Dr. Parry, Moderator 
of the General Assembly of the Calvinistic Methodists of Wales, 
who declared that he would not exclude from reasonable refresh- 
ment “a man who goes from his place of residence on Sunday to 
see the country”! We confess we should like to have both Dr. 
Parry’s and a Welsh collier’s opinion as to what is reasonable 
refreshment. Then, again, “to see the country” is a vague 
phrase. 

The Commissioners suggest a new clause, to run as follows :— 

“No person shall be deemed to be within the exception 
relating to travellers unless he proves that he was actually 
engaged in travelling for some purpose other than that of obtain- 
ing intoxicating liquor, and that he has not remained on the 
licensed premises longer than was reasonably required for the 
transaction of his necessary business or for the purpose of 
necessary rest, refreshment, or shelter from the weather.” 

This seems to us nothing but a repeal of the three-mile limit. 
How is a wayfaring man to prove that he is travelling for some 
purpose other than that of obtaining intoxicating liquor? He can 
only assert the fact, and unless he is a notorious drunkard, both 
the publican and the magistrate are bound to believe him. We 
are by no means sure that were the suggestion of the Com- 
missioners to be carried out it would not be found that our old 
friend the dond-fide traveller could get his liquor and curtail his 
walk. 

We should like Mrs. Linnet’s opinion ; but failing hers, we can 
only express our own, which is that Sunday drinking is so bad a 
thing that if it can be stopped it ought to be so, even though it 
were to follow as a consequence that no traveller could get drink 
from Saturday night till Monday morning except at the place 
where he spent the night. 








A RAMBLER IN LONDON. 


—— oOo 
I—HYDE PARK ON SUNDAY 


HYPE PARK has many sides ; but the two most impressive 

are, perhaps, the social and the socialistic sides. After 
morning service one has an excellent opportunity to watch the 
class that is pleased because it has dressed too well ; and pre- 
cisely at half-past three one may hear, near the Marble Arch, the 
class that is angry because it cannot dress well enough. These 
two classes keep as much apart as if an unbridged Serpentine 
flowed between them. 

These Sundays of early spring must be very trying to the 
social young men. Their winter methods of dress have become 
odiously familiar, and people of no reputation have begun to wear 
the baggy blue overcoat. The coat with a collar of expensive fur 
is less abominably common, but is too abominably hot now, and 
its propriety in the morning has been questioned. And the weather 
is not yet hot enough to justify any summery method of procedure. 
Yet last Sunday, when these young men took gentle walking 
exercise after divine service—or shall we say after the hours of 
divine service ?—they were still as perfectly beautiful as hereto- 
fore, and as much like one another. All had the frock-coat with 
silk facings; all had those miraculous trousers that have never 
been worn before, and yet are innocent of the tailor’s crease. It 
was only in such slight matters as flowers and neckties that 
individuality was allowed to assert itself at all. But one or two 
men—pioneers possibly—did appear in a wondrous grey con- 
fection, completing the costume with blue-grey suéde gloves, 
an eye-glass, a half-smile, and patent-leather boots. The 
tulips in the enclosures looked particularly happy, as they 
compared their own scarlet glory with these quiet hues, and 
knew that no social young man—at any rate no civilian—could 
be arrayed in such a way as to at all resemble one of them. 
The peacocks too may have been pleased with a feeling of 
superiority, for their vanity gives them so much less trouble. 
One says nothing about the dresses of the ladies except that 
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they were very pretty. For details a reader may be referred 
to the society papers fassim, and to other journals which make 
this mysterious subject a speciality. One turned from these 
peacocks, social young men, and tulips, to have a look at the 
Serpentine. The crowd round the Serpentine were greatly in- 
terested. A dog went into the water to fetch a stick. A boat 
sailed across. The dog came out again. The boat sailed back 
again. The dog selected the thickest part of the crowd, and 
shook himself—even as the sun shines—upon the just and upon 
the unjust. But there are other things in the park on Sunday 
besides beauty and boats, boots and dogs. If the dog in question 
reads this article, he will understand the connection in which he 
is placed in that last sentence. 

Perhaps these other things are really the more important. It 
is necessary, of course, to say that Hyde Park is “one of the 
lungs of London,” but one may add that it is the rest of the 
speaking apparatus as well. When London wishes to speak, it 
does so in the neighbourhood of the Marble Arch ; and it speaks 
in the most contradictory ways. Early in the afternoon of last 
Sunday there were several groups gathered there within short 
distances of each other. In one group a man in a covert coat 
was combating atheism. He was prepared, he said, to dispute 
the eternity of the universe on the grounds of, firstly, reason, and 
secondly, ascertained scientific facts; and he did dispute it to 
some purpose and toa poorly dressed, sympathetic, intelligent- 
looking audience. One passed just such another audience gathered 
round a recitation in dialect, given by a man with a quaint, 
humorous face. A third group was not so absolutely sympathetic. 
The speaker had defined tax as being something which is taken 
from us, and for which we get nothing in return. Either this or 
some other statement had not coincided with the views of a dis- 
sentient, who was being freely advised to shut up. The views of 
the dissentient were not audible on the outside of the ring, but it 
was obvious that he was in a bad temper anda silk hat. A little way 
further on another reciter had spread out on the grass before him 
his hat, a newspaper on which were a few coppers, and a board 
printed with the title of the recitation. In the middle of it he 
paused, faltered, and suddenly put on the hat. Then he apolo- 
gised to his hearers, explained that his memory had failed him, 
said that he would try another, and remarked, by way of prelude, 
that there was nothing like self-possession. He changed the 
printed board and began again. It was the story of a midnight 
meeting for fallen women, and the poem told how “there were 
cake and carfy.”. The words seemed to touch some chords. The 
cause of religion was being maintained not many yards off by a 
member of the Church Army, who was addressing several ab- 
solute strangers as his “deeah friends and brothers.” But by 
this time it was clear that there was some commotion going on 
in the group where the man with the views on tax had been 
speaking. The commotion took the form of a scrimmage, and 
the dissentient appeared to be taking the place of the ball. The 
ball was in a bad temper and protesting angrily ; the scrimmage 
was quite pleased. The ball got over the railings and the scrim- 
mage followed. Finally, a beneficent, large, iron-grey, good- 
humoured policeman persuaded the dissentient that his place 
was elsewhere ; so he went elsewhere, but shed opinions by the 
way. 

Speaker follows speaker on these afternoons. On the place 
where the scientific defender of Christianity had succeeded so well, 
the sale of free-thought publications was also successful. One 
speaker admired Stanley, loved Stanley, but did not love 7/e Star, 
because it is a paper of the middle classes, run by hated capital. 
There would be no time to sympathise-with a paper which had no 
capital ; but we would try to cherish its memory. This man is 
an orator, and can hold an audience, and talks most excellent 
sense at times. Another man, who described himself as a cabinet- 
maker, had a large crowd roundhim. He, too, objected to capital, 
and certainly was quite able to keep a park audience interested 
and amused. There were fewer people around the banner of the 
“National Federation of all Trades and Industries,” where an 








intelligent speaker condemned the Sweating Commission, and 
described strikes as a barbarian method and only a temporary 
remedy. Much the same view of strikes was taken by /ustice for 
last Saturday. This organ of the social democracy was being 
sold in the park. It does well in pointing out that a successful 
strike means higher prices as well as higher wages. It does 
excellently well in putting the case for the “ blackleg” with great 
fairness and temperance. It is by no means so sanguine about 
the 1st of May as is Zhe Commonweal, which also is part of the 
Hyde Park literature. 

It would be impossible to describe the speeches and the people 
of a Sunday afternoon in Hyde Park fully in one article. To 
study the Marble Arch side at all is at once to despair and to 
hope. The chief cause for despair lies with the audiences ; they 
are sympathetic, but they are desperately fickle. If a hearer 
disagrees with an opinion expressed, he swears and moves to the 
next group. He is always more ready to laugh than to learn, 
and he laughs at things which might make the angels weep. 
Many of the speakers are men of marked ability, of interesting 
experiences,and of somelittle reading. Buttheyarenearly as unfair 
and stupid in their views of the upper classes, as the upper classes 
generally are in their opinions of that Hyde Park oratory to which 
they never listen. The audiences should be six times as large. 
The majority of the poorer working classes must be apathetic 
indeed if they can take no interest in hearing one of themselves 
speak publicly of their condition. Possibly the eloquence has 
been repeated too often; such words as “proletariate” and 
“bourgeois” have lost the charm of length or novelty. Yet one 
cannot but feel hopeful in finding that any interest at all is 
taken in some of the social and political questions which were 
discussed last Sunday; although one would wish for larger 
audiences and more generosity, less contempt and more know- 
ledge in those;who address them. So much for the socialistic side, 
and we have used the word quite freely, and inaccurately. While 
these speeches were going on, the social side was hearing the 
band and paying to sit on chairs. There are plenty of people 
who would stand on one leg for a certain time every day if they 
only had to pay for it. 

The bourgeois class mingle with both sides, and are mildly 
interested in both. They look contented and happy. They walk 
in couples. In this lies the great bond of union, the point where 
all grades of society sympathise. Two sentences were spoken so 
loudly that it was easy to overhear them. The first was: “ Yes, 
we've quarrelled. She’s got such an infernal temper.” The 
second was : “It’s all off between me and Annie, yer know.” 

The numerous children are the pleasantest class to remember. 
They care not for dress, or the proletariate, or for the eternity of 
the universe ; and they have no occasion to care as yet. It is 
enough for them to play, and to quarrel, and to make it up again 
in the sunshine, when there is any sunshine. A little boy and 
two sisters were playing a sort of elementary foot-ball with an 
empty meat-can. The rules were evolved as they went on, the 
exclamation, “ That ain’t fair,” being prohibitive and final. Then 
the boy desired to play at something else, and—not being a 
chivalrous little stage impossibility—struck his sister as a sort of 
preliminary measure. He got very, very much the worst of it, 


and wept, and was comforted. May his sorrows always bé as 
short-lived. 








ROYAL SOCIETY OF PAINTERS IN WATER COLOURS. 





I F it is by the work of the older members that the reputation of 

the Royal Society is maintained in landscape, it is by the work 
of younger members alone that it can be secured in figure-drawing. 
Of the elder painters, very few have treated the figure at all; fewer 
still with that science of draughtsmanship, or that freshness of 
impression, which the modern taste exacts. Mr. Poynter and 
Mr. Albert Moore might indeed seem to be exceptions to this 
rule, but neither sends anything to the present show; nor are 
these gentlemen the only illustrious absentees. The elder school 
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of figure-drawing is represented by Mr. Stacy Marks, humourist 
rather than draughtsman; by Mr. J. D. Watson, whose work, 
alas | is still on the decline, and perhaps by Mr. Radford, who 
often manages to be engaging, though hardly ever is he through- 
out satisfactory. The men of the more modern feeling in figure- 
drawing are—shall we say ?— Mr. Henshall and Mr. Wainwright, 
and now, to-day, perhaps Mr. Bulleid, a follower of Mr. Alma 
Tadema as to his theme, but less of an archeologist and with 
greater care for grace and robustness of line. We admit that his 
“ After the Bath” (No. 181) is in a sense only decorative, that it 
has no atmosphere ; that it is all upon one plane. Still it has 
its own virtues—excellence of modelling, harmony of contour, 
purity of hue. Mr. Wainwright pleases us less, with his big 
single figure, “The Grace Cup” (No. 46), but the imitation of 
textures is skilled, and the work itself is large and forcible. Of 
Mr. Henshall’s two drawings, the most ambitious is the least 
attractive. That is “Osiria” (No. 19), who, in his design, is by no 
means ‘“Enwrapt in trance of true and deep devotion,” but is, 
tout bonnement, a brown and lissom girl excellently well drawn. 
His modern young woman with a rough straw hat, very pretty 
hands lifted to the cheek, and a face of reverie in luminous 
shadow, is infinitely more desirable. Of those whom we have 
described as the elder men, perhaps Mr. Radford makes the best 
show (in No. 135) with his lady at an old-fashioned high piano ; 
but here again he shows himself cleverly imperfect, or imperfectly 
clever. Nothing can be better than the chord of colour struck 
by the red dress of the lady and the grey-and-white chair that 
she sits upon—nothing worse than the combination of sage green 
and cedar wood, elsewhere in the picture. But among the 
younger men, Mr. Arthur Hopkins ought not to be quite forgotten. 
He has a very graceful and a fairly robust drawing of two pea- 
sants who are soon to be lovers, making their way along a country 
road. And it is of course rather a question whether we are to 
count Mr. Tom Lloyd as among the figure painters. Figures 
certainly he draws, and draws them well, as in his “ Rush Cutters” 
(No. 29); but one must always associate with his work the charm 
of afternoon landscape, of a golden distance, of a placid horizon. 
And Mr. Clausen again is a draughtsman of the figure in land- 
scape, imitative, in one sombre drawing, of the subjects of Millet: 
more happily imitative, perhaps, in another, of the subjects and 
method of Bastien Lepage. 

We cannot honestly say that the Royal Society owes much 
thanks to such of its younger members as are in chief landscapists. 
Mr. Brewtnall is scarcely any longer a younger member. There 
is originality in his “ Abinger Hatch,” and a certain grandeur in 
his representation of the dark valley which Christian traversed. 
The “brutality” of Mr. Robert Allan is seen no doubt to singular 
disadvantage against the ultra-refinement of North and the 
elegance of Mr. Eyre Walker. Finish that is not obtruded upon 
us cannot go any further than in Mr. North’s “ Late Autumn” 
(No. 110); and here he leaves, as the subject compels him to 
leave, the green and bright gold of his frequent choice, for the 
mellow harmonies of the advanced season. Mr. Pilsbury’s finish 
is of a different sort. There is not a jot of it that he does not 
compel us to notice. A hard critic might wish to say the same 
of Mr. Birket Foster's, but this pleasant artist was, at all events, 
first in his method. He claims the particular courtesy due to the 
veteran ; and, moreover, when he visibly elaborates, his aim is 
daintiness rather than self-display. The Brothers Fripp continue 
to exhibit landscapes of the sort now familiar to a whole genera- 
tion of picture-seers. Mr. Alfred Fripp is unwilling to lose sight 
of the beauty of golden cliffs and of turquoise water. Mr. George 
Fripp—as much a veteran as the President or Mr. Birket Foster 
—displays a little more of the anatomy of the landscape—re- 
cords its structure quite as much as its happy accidents of light 
and colour. There is a very large landscape by Mr. Clarence 
Whaite—“ Harvest in Cambria” (No. 6). In size indeed it is 
monumental ; nor is it quite lacking in force and in the seizure of 
atmospheric effect. We cannot, however, award to it—ambitious 
and “ important” as it is—more than this tepid praise. 











Let us pass to an order of work which we may be permitted to 
consider more interesting. To the refined landscape of Mr. 
Matthew Hale, for instance—to be sought by the visitor in more 
places than one—to the single example of Mr. Alfred Hunt, and 
the several drawings by Mr. Albert Goodwin. Mr. Alfred Hunt, 
whose one work is a sombre poetic rendering of the town and 
towers of Windsor (No. 212), is hardly a popular painter; and 
there are artists and critics—and those, too, skilful ones—who fail 
to see, in the refinement he attains, just compensation for the 
obvious force he willingly sacrifices. Yet among those landscape 
painters who carry on the traditions of Turner—who recognise 
that in Art all is compromise, and that what is called “ realism ” is 
only a tenth part of the absolute truth—Mr. Hunt is assuredly one 
of the foremost. His landscape is not shallow enough to be the 
landscape of the immediate impression, and if it is alas! not 
always the landscape of energy, it is at least the landscape of zeal, 
and of the delicate application of learning. A vivacity which Mr. 
Hunt does not share is often Mr. Albert Goodwin’s: a mental 
vivacity perhaps, rather than vivacity of hand—a quality which 
enables him to be easily varied, to be recognisant of charms and 
interests that are wide as the poles asqunder. The real student of 
his drawings, however aware he may be—and he must be very 
well aware — that, tried by many a test Mr. Goodwin’s 
chronicles fail, can summon up to memory vision after vision 
of scenes in each one of which Mr. Goodwin has recorded, 
with an exquisiteness or a power that is his own, just the charm 
and just the secret that would have escaped the ordinary eye. 
Mr. Goodwin once did himself the injustice of holding an exhi- 
bition of work that he had executed rapidly, it would appear, in 
order that the exhibition might be. Nothing would be more in- 
teresting than to see some day the varied volume of his labours. 
But he must have time ; each work of his that has value at all has 
the value of a fresh creation ; and it does not do to judge his 
present by his past, or his future by his present. We like him 
least when he ventures upon the landscape of history or incident. 
This time, in his “ Sinbad,” it is incident and not history ; but it 
comes to the same thing. The treatment of the figures, which 
are bound to be considered where humanity plays a part, 
is wanting somewhat in the power and flexibility rarely lack- 
ing to the treatment of landscape. His “ Zermatt” (No. 10) 
is in truth his: most satisfactory drawing this year—the most 
Turnerian in its inclusion of many a fact—the most masterly 
in its painting of what is called the unpaintable. “Lucerne 
and Mount Pilatus” (No. 111) has, at first sight at least, 
two faults seemingly incompatible—the fault of theatricality, the 
fault of tameness. But look at it a second time. It makes per- 
haps its appeal to the imagination, after all—that appeal without 
which landscape Art is but the dull craft of the topographer. For 
once, if it be possible, Mr. Goodwin is commonplace ; but that is 
in his “Sandwich.” With something of the accustomed charm, 
he adds another to his many visions of Durham. This is a 
delicate little drawing, in which the outline—seemingly pen- 
drawn—of the buildings is allowed to count for much. It gives, 
after a method not infrequent with Mr. Goodwin, firmness and 
substance to those parts of the design in which substance and 
firmness are rete ; while to the pure wash of water colour is 
left, of course, the business of bestowing upon the place atmo- 
sphere, of endowing the scene with the charm of the desired hue. 
Modern as Mr. Goodwin is in many ways, there are ways also in 
which he, a student of Turner, as we have said, goes back to the 
practice of those who, in English water colour, were Turner’s 
forerunners. 








THRUMS GOSSIPS. 





I.—THE REFORM CLUB, LONDON. 


F one’s feet are not a stranger to Thrums they tingle to set off 
with him to Tammas Haggart’s but and ben in the tenements ; 

and here mine stopped me—though I wanted to reach my school- 
house before dusk—an eight days since come market day. Look- 
ing in at the window I saw the humourist breaking up the fire 
with his foot, near his wife Chirsty, who was filling pirns, while 
Dan’l Spens and Peter Duthie stood gazing at Tammas’s back, the 
one abstractedly plucking threads of yarn from his corduroys and 
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the other chasing a piece of tobacco with his tongue—for each of 
us has his own way of trying to fathom Haggart’s last remark. 

I shook the door off the sneck, and groped past the pan and 
pitcher of water in the dark passage into Haggart’s end. They 
had heard the rattle of the latch, for Chirsty was already on her 
feet, wearing a company face, Dan’l and Peter had stepped 
genteelly into a corner, and Haggart was sitting with stiff 
carelessness in the high-backed carved chair: his left eye, which 
is generally considered the more piercing, regarding a red peat 
a little sarcastically, and the other ready to receive a guest. 

“Ou, it’s just you,” Chirsty said to me as if I were a visitor 
who did not count, while Dan’l and Peter emerged from their 
corner and Tammas stretched himself easily like one that has 
finished sitting for his photograph. 

“We're expecting a visit frae Rob Angus,” Haggart ex- 
plained, “so you'll better bide a wee, dominie, and seehim. Lads, 
lads, there has been changes since Rob helpit his father to cart 
wood for the dominie’s shed !” 

“You may say that, Tammas.” 

“ Ay, Dan’l,” answered Haggart, frowning at himself, “ but ’m 
fell annoyed at mysel’ for saying it, for it’s what a’ body says when 
Rob’s mentioned, and I dinna like to catch mysel’ saying ordinar 
things.” 

““No, man,” said Peter, “it’s the only ordinar’ thing I’ve 
heard you say since Michaelmas, and——” 

“Stop!” cried Haggart, holding up his hand. We fancied 
that he had heard the latch again ; but no, he had rather heard a 
bell ringing inside him to announce that an idea was on the way. 

“Ay, this is it,” he said; “na, wait a minute—yes, I have 
him, I have him. If I hinna said an ordinar’ thing since Michael- 
mas, an ordinar thing frae me now is an extraordinar thing. Ay, 
lathies, that’s clear ?” 

“Man, Tammas,” said Dan’l, admiringly, “I think you're 
mair extraordinar’ than Rob himsel.” 

“] dinna say that, Dan’l,” said Haggart, “though you’re no 
the only ane that thinks it.” 

Perhaps I agree with Dan’l, though Rob Angus is a remark- 
able man too. Once he had been the Thrums saw-miller ; now 
he is a great literary character in London, and at this moment he 
is in his native place showing off his wife, whose father- was a 
colonel. 

“ Ay, they’re biding wi’ his aunty, Susie Wilkie, on the Mary- 
wellbrae,” Haggart told me. 

“And queer they maun think it after their grand house in 
London,” said Peter, while Chirsty stood at the window, keeking 
for the coming visitor. 

“Queer and no queer,” said Tammas, who can seldom afford 
to agree with anybody. 

“She,” remarked Dan’l, meaning his wife, “cried in at Susie’s 
yestreen to get a look at them. Ay, it was gey curious.” 

“What was ?” 

“The wy Rob spoke to the wife—I mean to his ain wife. I 
dinna ken that I like it.” 

“ But what did he say ?” 

“It was what he called her that scunnered Mag. Ay, he called 
her ‘ dear.’” 

“ And folk there ?” 

“And folk there, namely Mag and Susie. Mag is ready to 
take oath she heard him say, ‘ Hand me that book, dear,’ and syne, 
‘Are you not sitting in the draught, dear ?’” 

“ Losh, losh, I wouldna have thocht that of Rob Angus. And 
what was’t she was sitting in?” 

“The draught. It’s a wicker chair they brocht frae London 
to Susie.” 

“It maun be fell trying to Susie to hear him saying ‘dear.’” 

“Ay, Mag says it keeps Susie frae being ower lifted up at 
having sic grand folk biding wi’ her. But to think o’ Rob Angus 
saying ‘dear !” 

“It’s astonishing to the like o’ you twa,” broke in Haggart, 
who had been reflecting, “but I canna say I’m staggered. I 





dinna call Chirsty, there, ‘dear,’”—here he lowered his voice— 
“for I question if she would stand it, but on my travels I heard 
fouk flinging ‘dear’ about as though it was as cheap as porridge ; 
and, lads, I got no to be nane shocked. But, of course, it all 
depends on whether you’re a humourist. I see things, as I may 
say, wi’ twa pair o’ een. My ordinar een’s what I use at the 
loom or supping my brose, but to look at a question like this I put 
on theeen of humour. Ay, they’re as useful as a set o’ false teeth.” 

“One thing settled now, at ony rate,” said Peter, “is that Rob’s 
the great man we heard he was, the which some folk in this toon 
was loth to believe.” , 

“TI aye believed it,” said Haggart, “and I dinna deny but 
what I saw an impressive proof o’t the day after Rob arrived.” 

“What was that?” 

“Weel, it was his wy of kicking books about with his feet. 
I didna mean to gang to see him afore he came to me, but, 
as you ken, Susie was in a michty state about their wanting to 
make him a member o’ the Reform Club in London, that being a 
trick to diddle him oot o’ forty pounds.” 

“Forty what?” 

“Pounds—yes, pounds. Ay, I thocht it would be shillings 
mysel’, but I assure you it’s pounds. Ay, then, Susie prigged wi’ 
him to stop them electing him, but he wouldna hearken to her, 
and so she came to me. She was greeting, lads, as Chirsty can 
tell you, and she said she would never haud up her head again if 
he let himsel’ be made sic a fule o’.” 

“Forty pounds ! And what was he to get for it?” 

“That was what Susie couldna make out, and her only hope 
was that if I argued it out in my most humorous wy I micht 
bring Rob to.” 

“T kent you had been to see him. Forty pounds !” 

“ Ay, I put on my blacks and stepped down to Susie’s, her and 
me having arranged that Rob shouldna be telt about her coming to 
me. Weel, I was to tell you about the books. I was scarce sat 
down—and I mind Rob’s wife was sitting in the draught—when 
Posty Dick whistles at the door and hands ina parcel. Lads, it 
was sax books frae an editor, and Rob gets them to himsel’ !” 

“ What for?” 

“For naething. He has just to write something about them, 
and syne they’re his. Grand books they were, wi’ gold on the 
outside and picturs. Ay, lads, Rob’s high up the tree, or the 
editors wouldna be sending him sax books at a time.” 

“You take my breath awa. But they wouldna be spleet new 
books?” 

“Spleet new they were, and listen to this: one o’ them was 
called ‘ Lives of Famous Philanthropists.’” 

“It was?” 

“ That’s no what you’re to attend to. No, it’s this. The book 
fell off the table—and what does Rob do?” 

“Gie a scream ?” 

“Not him; he just gave the book a wap with his foot, and 
says he, ‘Let the rag lie, Tammas.’ Ay, I hinna seen sic an 
impressive sicht since I became a humourist.” 

“And I mind that laddie being in my Sabbath-school class,” 
said Dan’l. “It cows. That’s all I can say.. It cows.” 

“ Ay, but forty pounds !” Peter was still muttering. 

“Yes, forty pounds,” said Haggart. “I put him off the scent 
for a while, and syne, I says ‘ What’s this I hear about them draw- 
ing you in to a club whaur you pay forty pounds ?’ 

“*Tt’s far frae drawing me in,’ he says in his new English word. 
‘It'll be a great honour if I get in, but I doubt I winna.’ 

“*Dinna believe sich havers, Tammas,’ cries Susie, putting 
her head in at the door. 

“Weel, I waggles my head to Susie, for a sign to her to gang 
awa, and syne I says— 

“* Rob,’ I says, ‘1 kent your father and mither afore you was 
born, and so I can speak plain to you. Will you just tell me, to 
ease Susie’s mind and keep up your name in Thrums, what you'll 
get out of this club?’ 

“*Tt’s the honour,’ he says, backing awa frae my question. 
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“*Can you draw siller oot o’t when you're no weel?’ I spiers. 
“*No,’ he says. 

“*Then,’ I says, ‘does it provide for your widow ?’ and at that 
he shakes his head fell thrawnlike. 

“Tell me, Rob,’ I says firmly, ‘do you get board and 
lodging free for that forty pound ?’ 

“* Of course not,’ he says. 

“*Vou get naething?’ I says; ‘there’s no so muckle as a 
turkey at New Year’s time? Weel, Rob,’ I says, ‘if you have 
so little respect for your mithers memory, think o’ your young 
wife.’ 

“You dinna understand, he says. ‘I only wish I was sure 
o’ being elected.’ 

“*Make your mind easy on that point, I says, wi’ michty 
humour; ‘they'll have their hands on your forty pound afore many 
days is past. And as for understanding, what I jalouse is that 
they’re a pack o’ rogues, and I consider it a black burning shame 
that the hale clamjamfray o’ them is no jailed.’ 

“ And so it is,” said Dan’l, “ but I’ve heard that if you tak your 
hands oot o’ your pouches in London for a minute you’re robbed 
o’ every bawbee. Ay, I didna think Rob would have been so saft. 
If his mither had been living she would have had a sair heart 
this day.” 

“Forty pounds at a clink!” said Peter; “I think I'll better 
gang hame.” 

“ Wheesht !” cried Chirsty, “I see him, and his ‘ dear’s’ wi’ 
him.” 

“ Dan'l,” said Peter, “we'll better step. They’re ower grand 
for you and me.” 

“You can hing about in the corner,” Haggart said, “and turn 
your backs to them politely, and syne if Rob’s frank you can be 
frank too. Hey, was thata chap? Ay, Rob didna use to chap 
when he came to my door.” 

As it turned out, I was the first to leave, but not until I had 
heard Rob say— 

“ Well, Tammas, I’ve been elected to the Reform, though it’s 
more than I deserve.” 

I faltered at the door to hear Haggart’s comment, for I knew 
it would be worthy of him. 

“ Ay, lad,” he said, with a nod to Dan’l and Peter, “I was 
sure they would snick you in.” J. M. BARRIE. 








TWO DOVES. 





(A PROSE POEM FROM THE RUSSIAN OF M. TOURGUENEFF.) 


WAS standing on the brow of a gently sloping hill. Before 
me, like a sea tipped with gold and silver, stretched as far as 
eye could reach ripe fields of rye, for it was harvest time. 

But not a wave rippled over this sea; nor the gentlest breath 
fanned the stifling air ; a great storm slowly gathered. 

All around me the earth was still illuminated by a lurid 
scorching glare of sunlight. But below, beyond the fields of rye, 
though not far distant, a mass of dark blue cloud hung heavy on 
the horizon. 

All was silent ; nature drooped as if under an agonising spell, 
beneath the ominous lustre of the sun’s last rays. Not a bird 
was to be seen or heard ; the very sparrows had hid themselves. 
Only, from somewhere close by, the heavy flap of a burdock leaf 
disturbed the silence, while from below came the bitter scent of 
wormwood. 


I watched that great dark mass of cloud, and an eager, rest- 
less impatience overcame me. 

“Come! quick! more quickly!” I breathed. “Growl, oh 
thunder! Gleam and glitter, golden serpent! Come near, yea, 
nearer still! Pour forth, thou wicked cloud! End this agony of 
waiting.” 

But the cloud moved not. 





It still oppressed the silent earth, and only grew greater and 
gloomier. 

And behold! across the great blue space, something like a little 
white kerchief, or a great snow-flake, came falling smooth and 
even. 

It was a dove, a pure white dove coming from the village. 
. . . It flew, flew on, straight as an arrow, and soon it disappeared 
behind the forest. 

Some moments passed. Still the same dread silence. . . 
And behold /wo little white kerchiefs, ‘wo great snow-flakes 
returning side by side : they were ¢wo white doves flying towards 
the village ; their flight was straight and sure. 


The storm breaks at last, the fray begins. After much diffi- 
culty I reached home. The wind howled and roared with mad 
fury. 

The great red clouds were rent apart, and dashed destruction 
on the earth: an eddying, whirling mass, a furious torrent of 
rain fell in swaying columns, lashing, beating; . . . blinding 
flashes of lightning; thunder pealing sharp like the roar of 
cannon, in a sulphur fume. . . But under the eaves, close to the 
attic-window, two white doves had poised—the one which went to 
seek its comrade, and the comrade it had saved. 

They coo, and plume and prune their soft breasts, and each 
gently caresses the pure white wing of its mate. They are 
happy. . . And I also, I am happy—happy to see their love, 
though I am alone, alone for ever ! 

TRANSLATED BY H. S. 








INSIDE PARLIAMENT. 





A®* incurable languor seems to hang over the existing House 

of Commons. On Monday it approached the second 
reading of the great Bill of the Session; and an interested 
House, as well as brilliant debate, might have been expected. 
The attendance of members, however, was by no means large, 


and an air of dulness and listlessness hung over the whole pro-. 


ceedings. If the House was indifferent when it assembled, 
Mr. Parnell’s speech did nothing to stimulate or vivify it. 
The leader of the Irish party is always a cold, dry, and de- 
liberate speaker; but he can usually state a case with a 
quiet force which is more telling than a more ambitious or 
noisy style. On Monday he was cold even to iciness, and dry 
even to dulness ; and the result was that his attack on the Irish 
Land Purchase Bill was not so damaging as could have been 
desired. The grounds of attack which he selected were strong, 
and those who read Mr. Parnell’s speech will probably be more 
impressed than those who heard it. The main objections which 
he took to it were that it would be unfair to the resident landlords, 
that, as long as coercion existed, the tenants could not bargain on 
equal terms with the landlords, and that the guarantees which 
professed to protect the British taxpayer were illusory and worth- 
less. In the latter part of his speech Mr. Parnell explained a plan 
of his own for dealing with the land question. The scheme came 
upon the House as a surprise, and the hon. member's explanation 
of it was not as lucid as could be wished. Its great distinction as 
compared with Mr. Balfour's plan is that it would turn the tenants 
not into owners, but into perpetual leaseholders. Mr. Parnell’s 
speech offered some openings to the Irish Attorney-General, but 
that gentleman was not able to use his opportunities. He made a 
nibbling reply at Mr. Parnell’s criticism and flung some petty taunts 
at the occupants of the front bench. Sir G. Trevelyan gave in a 
forcible speech the front bench view of land purchase. They did not 
object to State purchase, but they believed that a scheme of that 
kind could only be carried out by the aid of local bodies in Ire- 
land standing between the Imperial Government and the Irish 
tenant. In the course of the debate Mr. Wallace made a 
vigorous attack on the Bill, and his exposure of Mr. Balfour's so- 
called securities was clever and destructive. Mr. J. A. Bright 
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made his first appearance in the House as the patron and sup- 
porter of a Tory land Bill. He not only supported the Bill, but 
he brought from the grave, as it were, his father’s blessing on the 
Ashbourne Act. 

On Tuesday the Budget resolutions were again discussed, 
and passed their preliminary stage. The Chancellor of the 
Exchequer was obliged to listen to a good deal of sharp criticism 
of his proposals. Mr. Picton and Sir W. Harcourt told 
him that he had frittered away his surplus in remissions which 
would do little good, and that he would have done better 
to concentrate his operations on one great object. Mr. 
Goschen said the best he could in defence of his proposals, and 
contended that the consumers would receive the benefit of the 
reduction. On the vote for the suppression of the slave trade, 
Mr. Dillon made some charges against the East African Com- 
pany in their treatment of natives, which excited considerable 
interest in the House. The Government were not able to give 
any satisfactory explanation on the subject, and the Committee 
consequently refused to allow the vote to be taken. 

At the evening sitting on Tuesday, there was a discussion on 
the best means of enabling the working classes to obtain the bene- 
fits of profit-sharing. Its interest mainly centred in an unequal 
duel between Mr. Cunninghame Graham and Mr. Bradlaugh. Mr. 
Graham is a political dreamer, with a perverted taste for violent 
language ; and he covers his own economical projects with un- 
necessary ridicule by the style in which he supports them. 
The hon. member loathes the idea of profit-sharing, and with a 
benevolent and comprehensive disregard of the laws of political 
economy insists that the working classes shall have all the profits 
of industry. Shallow controversialists like Mr. Graham fell an 
easy victim to Mr. Bradlaugh, who pulverised his crude ideas with 
resistless force. The House enjoyed the spectacle of the man of 
thin and superficial ideas in the destructive grip of the man of 
robust sense and sound knowledge. Mr. Bradlaugh did more 
than answer Mr. Graham. He gave him a deserved rebuke for 
his folly in exciting in the minds of ignorant men hopes that 
could never be fulfilled. The one practical result of the discus- 
sion was a promise on the part of the President of the Board of 
Trade to collect and publish information on the subject of profit- 
sharing. On Wednesday the temperance party achieved a signal 
triumph. The Bill before the House was the Intoxicating Liquors 
(Ireland) Bill, the object of which is to make permanent the Sunday 
Closing Act, to extend the measure to the exempted towns, and to 
close public-houses on Saturday nights at nine o’clock. The 
debate excited no interest on one side, and on the other it was 
the repetition of familiar arguments; but the division was a 
matter of great concern to the supporters of temperance agita- 
tion, and they were agreeably surprised by the splendid majority 
of 164. The Bill will undoubtedly pass this Session. 

Mr. Gladstone resumed the debate on the Land Purchase Bill 
on Thursday, in a speech the great note of which was its magnani- 
mity of tone. The opportunity was a tempting one for a party 
leader. The scheme of Mr. Balfour was in direct conflict with 
the pledges and policy of the Tory party at the election 
of 1886; and Mr. Gladstone might have held the Ministry 
and their followers up to the scorn of the country. He 
passed, however, lightly over this part of the case. His speech 
was a calm and weighty statement of the chief objections to the 
Bill. He criticised its policy on several points ; but he opposed 
it especially because it made the Irish tenants the direct debtors 
of the Imperial Treasury, and because, under its conditions, the 
tenant and the landlord could not bargain on equal terms. Though 
Mr. Gladstone refrained in the main from recalling the utterances 
of the Unionist leaders on this question four years ago, he pro- 
duced one telling quotation from Mr. Chamberlain denouncing 
State landlordism. Mr. Goschen, in his reply, imitated Mr. 
Gladstone’s moderation of tone, and did not blaze out into 
those bursts of furious rhetoric which so often disfigure his 
Parliamentary efforts. The most remarkable thing in his 
speech was his invitation to Mr. Parnell to submit his scheme 
in the Committee on the Government Bill. This invitation came 
as a surprise to the House, and was by no means welcome to the 





occupants of the Ministerial benches. Mr. Knox, the new 
member for Cavan, made a brilliant and damaging attack on 
the Bill, and created an excellent impression upon the House. 
Mr. Dillon’s opposition to the Bill was powerful and menacing in 
its character, and it must have paved. some uneasiness on the 
Treasury Bench. The remainder of the speeches during the 
evening were not of first-class importance. 








AUSTRALIA AND THE ROYAL VETO. 


MELBOURNE, March 13, 1890. 

INCE the breaking up of the Intercolonial Conference, there 

has been little of interest to chronicle. Matters of moment 
have not turned up: the political world is quiescent, as it generally 
is during recess ; the two leaders of opposition, Mr. Munro and 
Mr. Shiels, have not yet returned from England ; and fashionable 
society is taking refuge in Tasmania, or “anywhere, anywhere, 
out of the way” of the excessive and protracted heat. The last 
week has been one of accidents and disasters. You will have 
heard, through the telegraph, long before this reaches you, of the 
terrible and at present inexplicable loss of the Quetta. So far it 
seems attributable to something wrong in the vessel: an ex- 
plosion, or a leak caused by the chafing of the cargo. Ifa reef 
not marked on the charts was really in fault, it will certainly tend 
to make the inner passage route more than ever unpopular—at 
least, till it has been again sounded and mapped. The sudden- 
ness of the catastrophe—the ship foundering in three minutes in 
a calm sea—and the miraculous escape of one young lady, who 
was twenty hours in the sea, swimming and floating, or clinging 
to a raft, before she was picked up, are certain to give the wreck 
a more than ordinary celebrity as a narrative of adventure. 

The telegrams from England about the Divorce Bill are 
exciting a little interest. As I told you in my first letter, that 
Bill was not the fruit of any sudden or violent impulse in the 
public mind. It has been before the country for three years ; it 
has been passed, after full and competent discussion, by over- 
whelming majorities; it has not been opposed or petitioned 
against except in clerical circles; and when Mr. Balfour, a 
Victorian Newdegate, telegraphed home the other day that it 
did not represent the views or wishes of the majority, his 
language was generally condemned as unwarrantable and dis- 
ingenuous. The supporters of the Bill, however, though they 
are thoroughly in earnest, as Mr. Shiels’s presence in England 
has shown, did not trouble themselves to reply to Mr. Balfour, 
believing that his telegram would be disregarded, as it deserved to 
be. Almost the next news we heard was that Lord Knutsford would 
recommend that the Royal Assent should be given. We assumed, 
of course, that the matter was happily ended. To our astonish- 
ment, we find the Sfectator and the Guardian gravely arguing 
that the Royal Veto is useless if it cannot be applied to cases of 
this kind, and a member of Parliament tabling a motion that the 
Premier shall not present the Bill for Royal Assent till the House 
of Commons has expressed an opinion upon it. Now the argu- 
ments of the two religious journals are of a perfectly legitimate 
kind. It is interesting, and rather flattering to our self-love, to be 
told that we have become a force in English society. Perhaps, 
in one way, we deserve to be. It is an advantage of our position, 
a small people in a new country, that we can afford to make 
experiments which it would be a little dangerous to try first in 
the Old World. England, surely, is not the worse for being able to 
study the effects of manhood suffrage, vote by ballot, secular and 
free education, and marriage with a deceased wife’s sister, among a 
people half of whom were born under the shadow of the English 
Church and aristocracy. Neither, to the Colonial observer, does 
it seem as if the contagion of our ideas was very virulent. Our 
Education Act was passed in 1872. It has been almost an 
unqualified success, especially from being free and secular ; but 
I notice that you in England are only just beginning to discuss 
if you shall follow where we have led. In the case of marriage 
with a deceased wife’s sister, not only do you allow the House of 
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Lords to bar a reform which would have been law in England 
forty years ago if the people had been polled, but so little regard 
do you display for our interests, that the children of the second 
sister in such a marriage among us are not allowed to plead 
domicile, but are treated as bastards if they claim their share of 
an English inheritance. Surely, in view of such facts, the 
Spectators fears must be treated as fanciful. Even if they are 
well grounded, however, we cannot submit to have the morals of 
the Mother Country maintained at our expense. Besides, the 
bargain would be a one-sided one. For instance, we have 
gone much further than England in the direction of Local 
Option. Does the House of Commons ever dream? and, I will 
add, is it bound to consider that the favour it shows to the 
publican interest has a very demoralising effect upon public 
opinion in Victoria? Yet it does not follow that the power to 
veto is worthless. Two years ago we passed a measure for 
regulating our commercial marine, which was found by the lawyers 
at home to clash with the Imperial Merchant Shipping Act. The 
Royal Assent was suspended till we promised to make all the 
changes that English interest required. Rely upon it, we shall 
never wish to interfere with Imperial legislation in its own proper 
domain ; we will never allow our own right of self-government to 
be encroached upon. When we had altered the Divorce Bill, so 
that only those who had a Victorian domicile of two years could 
take advantage of its provisions, we had done all that England 
could legitimately demand. How to keep family life sacred and 
sweet within our own boundaries is our concern. 

I can scarcely imagine that the proposal of Mr. Gedge to refer 
the matter to the arbitration of the House of Commons is more 
than an expression of individual petulance. The Government 
are bound to oppose it ; no thoughtful statesman of any shade of 
opinion can wish to see it succeed. If, however, by some accident 
or intrigue the English Parliament is induced to interfere, you 
may rely upon it that all the Australian Colonies will unite to pro- 
test in very vigorous fashion. In some ways we are of course 
dependent upon the Imperial Parliament. It selects the Ministers 
who advise the Queen in Colonial matters ; it determines the foreign 
policy of the Empire. Nonethe less weclaimtodepend directly upon 
the Crown, and are not anxious to have our Billssiftedasecond time 
in a House which we admit to be more dignified and important than 
our own, but to which we claim that our own is not subordinate. 
Some years ago our House of Assembly sent delegates to England 
to procure the alteration of an Imperial Act, our Constitution 
Act. The country was distracted and impoverished by a long 
struggle, and the alternative to this intervention seemed to be 
that the House of Assembly should levy taxes by its own authority, 
and forbid the judges to interfere. Nevertheless, the English 
Ministry of the day would only hold out a distant prospect of 
interposition ; and the apparent indignity of carrying an appeal 
to England was so keenly felt in Victoria that it broke up the 
Liberal party. Judge if we should allow the English Parliament 
to veto a measure which has commanded as much general assent 
as any Bill dealing with a burning question is likely to do. 

The arrival of Mr. Henry George in New South Wales deserves 
passing comment. He has come on a mission to preach the 
“single tax.” He has been heralded with a great flourish of 
trumpets, and so far he has had no success, and awakened very 
little curiosity. The Trades Hall here has contemptuously dis- 
missed a proposal to give him a reception, on the ground that, 
being a Free Trader, he cannot be a very trustworthy friend of 
the working man. Without undervaluing the strength of the Pro- 
tectionist sentiment, I may be permitted to believe that there is 
an even stronger reason why Mr. George is unpopular. He has 
come to preach against landed property in a country where land 
is the favourite investment for the working man, and where land- 
owners are almost as numerous relatively as in France. He 
might as well preach against capital in Lombard Street. Perhaps 
our Liberal theories, and the assimilation of something like State 
Socialism, are a better safeguard against demagogues than even 
the admirable Continental police proves in practice to be. 








LETTER TO THE EDITOR. 


THE BASIS OF OPINION. 


S1r,—I am a very ignorant person, but I want to learn. I 
can find time for about three hours’ reading a day, excluding 
Sundays. Often I am at a loss what to read. 

Take, for instance, the tithe question. I do not believe in 
accepting blindly the statements made either by the — of 
St. Asaph or Sir William Harcourt. But what books am I to 
read so as to understand both sides of the question? 

Could you see your way, sir, to advise your readers week by 
week as to what books they should study as various questions 
become ripe for discussion ? 

A reading nation, said Lord Rosebery a few days ago, is the 
only solid basis of national greatness. Let THE SPEAKER, then, 
advise us impartially, so that we may read wisely.—I am, > 











A LITERARY CAUSERIE. 


Tue Speaxer Orricer, 
Friday, April 25, 1890. 

S HAKESPEARE, it is believed, was born on the 23rd of April 

and Stratford-on-Avon has been doing homage to his name 
this week by attending performances of O¢hello, The Two Gentle- 
men of Verona, Lear, and King John. The Daily News has 
published a leading article on the celebration, and with only one 
paragraph can we find any fault. “Shakespeare,” it says, “was 
as happy in his birthplace as in all else. If the Muses had 
searched England through—as perhaps they did—they could have 
found no spot better suited to their purpose. Its position in the 
very heart of the country has an additional advantage of no mean 
order in precluding the otherwise inevitable attempt to claim the 
poet as a Scotchman.” 





Now I think the writer of the above sentence must be a Scot ; 
and if I am right, I am sure he ought to have known better. 
For it is the business of a Scot to know what every one of his 
compatriots has said or done, and praise it ; and this “ otherwise 
inevitable attempt” Aas’ deen made—made by a Scot who bears 
no less a name than Wallace Bruce. For my own part, speaking 
as an Englishman, I feel that to have used any other name 
would have shown better taste. To claim Shakespeare for 
Peebles was hard: but to sign the claim “ Wallace Bruce” is 
what they call “rubbing it in.” It is urged in verse, this claim :— 

ee e ‘it may yet appear 
That Scotland takes in Warwickshire, 
Let Avon be the border line, 
Blot out the Tweed, or draw it fine:” 
—sings W. Bruce (the name is less fearsome, written so), ina 
volume of verse recently published and entitled “In Clover and 
Heather” (Blackwood, 1889). 


But there was once a Scot who asserted “ Andromache” to be 
merely an abbreviated form of “ Mrs. Andrew Mackay.” 


Mr. W. Bruce’s countrymen used to be more modest when 
they visited Shakespeare’s birthplace in Henley Street, Stratford. 
My authority is Mr. James Thorne, who described his wander- 
ings by the Avon in 1845, and published his description at the 
house of Charles Knight & Co., Ludgate Street. Scotchmen (he 
says) when ushered into the small room where the poet was born, 
were quiet. They didn’t kiss anything. They looked around for 
some time, and then asked, “ Nae, boot is this Shakespeare’s 
room ?—an’ whaur’s Sir Walter Scott’s name on the wall?” And 
having found the pencilled autograph, they eagerly carried their 
fingers over it—so eagerly that the name has long since vanished, 
rubbed out in excess of zeal. 


This reminds me that I was sitting at a concert in St. James’s 
Hall the other day when, about half-way through the performance, 
a Scot of my acquaintance entered and took his seat. Now, a 
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first I sat confounded, knowing that he loathes music and loves 
the pipes even as some love their morning bath—wholly for the 
reactionary glow. I was enlightened when, five minutes after, 
that gifted young musician, Mr. Hamish MacCunn, ascended the 
platform and began to conduct a symphony. My friend left as 
soon as it was over. His home (which he rarely quits) lay four 
miles away ; and, consider it how you will, this was a beautiful 
action, 


To return to Stratford. Search through the length and breadth 
of England, and you will discover nothing more utterly 4ée than 
the Shakespeare Memorial Theatre in that town. I am not 
talking of the building itself—though the curse is on that also, and 
has made it a miracle of pretentious stupidity—but of the very 
intention of the building. The wonder about Shakespeare is that 
he captured the colour and music of sylvan England, and carrying 
them to London, had the art to keep them living in the heat and 
glare of the footlights. Even as it is, there are many competent 
critics who hold that this part of his work is better read than 
played. For instance, such lines as— 


** Cuckoo buds of yellow hue 
Do paint the meadows with delight,” 


or this 
‘* Their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away the morning dew ; 
Slow in pursuit, but matched in mouth like bells, 
Each unto each.” 
or 


‘* The cowslips tall her pensioners be ;” 


or, not to multiply instances unnecessarily, the delightful nonsense 
of— 
** The lark that tirra-lirra chants, 
With heigh ! with heigh ! the thrush and the jay : 
Are summer songs for me and my aunts, 
While we lie tumbling in the hay.” 


All these lose their colour, delicacy, and charm directly you trans- 
plant and place them in an artificial light, as surely as a salmon 
loses his silver on dry land, or a butterfly’s wing its bloom in a 
specimen-box. Great dramatist as Shakespeare was, he forgot 
the stage now and then to listen to the winds of spring and the 
music of Avon, and it is just that part of his work that Stratford 
bears witness to. But to take the footlights down to Warwick- 
shire, as actors persist in doing, and shout, “ The devil damn thee 
black, thou cream-faced loon!” within sound of Holy Trinity 
bells and the ripple by the Weir Brake, is a muddle-headed pro- 
ceeding. 1 bow before the actor and his art ; but Stratford on 
Avon is the one place in the world that | would pray him to let 
rigorously alone. 


When, in September, 1769, Garrick organised the Shakespeare 
Jubilee on these meadows beside the Avon, Nature herself resented 
the profanity that she has been tamed to witness calmly. She 
rained “ excessively” on the Grand Procession of the Principal 
Characters in Shakespeare’s Plays, and on the Amphitheatre, “an 
elegant octagonal structure, in point of size not quite so large as 
Ranelagh.” In fact, it was her day, and she made a gallant 
protest ; but the tourist—z#probus anser—has beaten her. Now- 
a-days, the first feeling of the pilgrim in Stratford is likely enough 
to be disgust. The famous birthplace is desperately restored, 
and full of rubbish—bad pictures, sham relics, pencilled signatures, 
and the chatter of the caretaker. In the streets you may buy 
beer with Shakespeare’s head on the label, or a dozen views 
of Shakespeare, or a photograph of him, or a birthday book, 
or his effigies in the form of a letter-weight. You may put 
up at the Shakespeare Hotel—unless you happen to be an 
American, in which case you will rush to the Red Lion to look at 
the poker that Washington Irving held when he said that “the 
armchair was his throne, the poker his sceptre, and the little 
parlour of some twelve feet square his undisputed empire ”—a flat 





sentence and an anti-democratic to boot. All this ignoble worship 





of things noble, this trade in a great name, may seem cause 
enough for disgust. 


But the feeling is very shallow. The real charm of Stratford 
is rooted as deep as the love of home, and is felt surely enough 
when the pilgrim stands by the window of Ann Hathaway’s 
cottage, or by the poet’s tomb, within a few yards of the spot 
where Avon runs by one of the loveliest churches in England. 
It is felt most surely by Avon’s banks. There is surely some- 
thing significant in the fact that every one of the poets whom 
the world has agreed to place in the front rank lived beside 
moving water—I may almost say beside a river, for the Ocean 
was a river to Homer. And the Avon, though not counted 
among the chief rivers of this island, holds quite a peculiar place 
in our nation’s history. 





No large city stands on its bank; but it runs across the very 
heart of England, and because it must be crossed by any army 
marching south or north, the amount of English blood spilt beside 
it to cement the fabric of English history hallows it even more 
than the Thames is hallowed. It rises on Naseby Field ; it flows 
down the Vale of Evesham and washes the graves of Simon de 
Montfort’s men ; and it joins the Severn “ in a field by Tewkes- 
bury.” These three names are perhaps the most important in 
the story of our civil conflicts; and, if they are not enough, 
Bosworth Field and the Keinton Hills lie near its banks. I think 
Mr. Wallace Bruce may keep his Bannockburn, if he will only 
give up his plea that “ Scotland takes in Warwickshire.” 


As far as I know, the Avon has never been directly celebrated 
in verse with any effect. John Dyer—-Wordsworth’s “ Bard of 
the Fleece "— who held the living of Catthorpe on its brink, tried 
his hand. But few read even his “Grongar Hill.” The Rev. 
Richard Jago, Artium Magister, author of “Edgehill; or the 
Rural Prospect Delineated and Moralised: a Poem in Four 
Books,” is even more utterly forgotten. We must be content to find 
the inspiration of Avon in our Shakespeare only, to thumb his 
pages and make up our minds which line owed its beauty 
originally to Charlcote, which to Stoneleigh, which to Hatton 
Rock, Wasperton, Old Town, Bidford, Welford, Marcleeve. 
Most likely we shall always be mistaken— 

‘* Others abide our question ; thou art free "— 


but the mere task will meanwhile have done us incalculable good, 


It would be an enthralling task, also, to determine this con- 
nection between poetic activity and running water. I suppose 
the song of water, whether in sea or stream, is the most rhythm- 
ical of the more obvious sounds in nature. Nor does it, likea 
bird’s song, tease the ear to listen. And the thoughts most 
naturally attuned to it dwell naturally on the “ Whither?” and the 
“Whence?” that are the two great speculations of the poets. 


®, 








REVIEWS. 
THE SAD CASE OF THE COUNTRY PARSON. 


THE TRIALS OF A CoUNTRY PARSON. London: T. Fisher Unwin. 1890 





i this volume we have a reprint of seven essays by Dr. Jessopp, 

originally published in the \Vineteenth Century and the North 
American Review. Their merit should certainly save them from 
the fate which so often befalls reprints. It is a curious but an 
undoubted fact that there is a reluctance in the public to buy a 
book which they might have read piecemeal in previous publica- 
tions. That they did not read it matters nothing. There is of 
course an exception to this rule in the case of an author who rises 
to great fame ; his scattered papers are then eagerly sought for, 
and, though they sometimes are of small worth, are largely bought. 
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Had he before his fame was established reprinted a selection of 
his best essays, they would in all likelihood have met with neglect 
merely because they were not new. From this fate we trust that Dr. 
Jessopp’s pleasant little book is free. The magazine-writer is under 
strong temptations to indulge in platitudes and fine writing, and to 
manufacture fun. Tothese temptations Dr. Jessopp has occasion- 
ally yielded. Nevertheless we have received too much pleasure 
from his book to wish to bea severe critic. He must indeed bea 
cross-grained fellow who would not be put into good-humour with 
so cheery and hearty an author. Through his pages there is a 
pleasant wholesome breeze constantly blowing, which is most re- 
freshing after the sickly and as it were incense-laden writings of so 
many of his brethren among the clergy. He is a man first and thena 
priest. He detests, as every honest Englishman should detest, those 
apes of Rome who in their ridiculous garb and their affectations are 
an eyesore to our streets, and in their arrogant pretensions are 
worthy of being made Bishops of Salisbury. He laments over 
“the large incursion of young men into the ministry of the Church 
of England, who are not gentlemen by birth, education, sentiment, 
or manners, and who bring into the profession (regarded as a 
mere profession) no capital of any sort—no capital, I mean, of 
money, brains, culture, enthusiasm, or force of character.” He 
goes on to contrast the curates of his younger days with those by 
whom society is at present infested. Very pleasantly he writes : 
“Tam not much more ignorant than other men of my age, but I 
never did pretend to omniscience, and when I don’t know a thing 
I am not ashamed of asking questions. But our modern curates 
never ask questions. ‘Inquire within upon everything’ seems 
to be stamped upon every line of their placid faces. When I was 
a young curate I was very shy and timid, and held my dear rector 
in some awe. It might have been hoped that as the years went 
by I should have grown out of this weakness—but no! I am 
horribly afraid of the curates now. I dare hardly open my mouth 
before my superiors, and that they are my superiors I should not 
for a moment presume to question. I know my place, and I 
tremble lest 1 should betray my silliness by speaking unadvisedly 
with my lips. All this is very trying to a man who will never 
see sixty again.” 

It is, we fear, in vain that Dr. Jessopp laughs at these silly 
fellows. They are too stupid to understand, or even to feel 
ridicule. Even if a well-aimed shaft does wound them, they are 
never vanquished, but fall back for support on that vast corps of 
Amazons who in the present day are the mainstay of the Ritual- 
istic Church. 

While we admire so much the position taken by our author 
towards these pests of society, we cannot altogether give him that 
sympathy which he demands for the country parsons. For him- 
self he asks for none. In his solitude he knows no loneliness. 
He has acted up to the Spanish proverb that “he who would 
bring home the wealth of the Indies must carry the wealth of the 
Indies with him.” He carried into the wilderness his well-stored 
mind and his books, and his home is rich in learning, occupation, 
and happiness. “T cannot,” he writes, “expect to be envied, but 
surely it is not such a very heavy calamity for a man never to 
catch a sight of 7ruth or The World, or to find that there is not 
such a thing as an oyster-knife in his parish.” In spite of this 
wise and humorous reflection, he goes on to lament the lot of the 
country rector or vicar, as if his case were one of unusual hardship. 
We can readily believe that not unfrequently they have to bear 
“an amount of patronising impertinence which is often very 
trying” from the squire, and still more from “the come-and-go- 
people who hire the country-houses which their owners are com- 
— to let.” But then surely they have their compensations. 

hey too often patronise in their turn, and transmit, if we may so 
say, the pressure of impertinence from themselves to the village 
schoolmaster, the tradesman, and the cottagers. Even if they do 
not do this themselves, it is very often done for them by their 
wives and daughters, who, so far from looking at an Englishman’s 
home as his castle, regard it rather as a place where he and his 
family may be lectured, patted on the back, and physicked by 
“their betters.” Neither can we see any excessive hardshi 
in the case of the reverend gentleman who, “one year wit 
another calculates that he has to walk at least 1,500 miles in the 
way of duty.” Four miles and a ninth of walking a day—for that 
is all it comes to—very many men willingly take every afternoon 
of their lives, and are not conscious of deserving thereby anything 
more than a good appetite for their dinner. What woul the 
good old bishop have thought of such walking as this, who, 
calling back the youthful Hooker, who was starting for Oxford, 
said, “‘ Richard, I sent for you back to lend you a horse which 











hath carried me many a mile, and I thank God with much ease ;’ 
and presently delivered into his hand a walking-staff with which 
he professed he had travelled through many parts of Germany.” 
Surely if any pity of this kind is to be given, it must be bestowed 
on the country postman, whom Dr. Jessopp so warmly and so 
justly praises for “ his years of stubborn jog-trotting.” 

If we will not feel for these rectors and vicars in their loneli- 
ness and their four-and-a-ninth-miles daily walk, still less are we 
moved by that “ absolute finality ” which, according to our author, 
“makes the country parson’s position a cheerless and trying one. 
He is shutting himself out from any hope of a further career upon 
earth.” But to how many men is any hope of a further career 
open? Is the village baker to be wept over because he can never 
hope to become the village butcher? Over the family doctor 
shall we drop the sympathetic tear because he can never become 
the family solicitor? Hope, which springs eternal in the human 
breast, is surely never quite lost to the parson. Strange things 
have before now happened. As Cincinnatus was called from his 
plough to be a Dictator, so Canons and Deans and even Bishops 

ave been summoned from country livings. It is not to the town 
— that all the good things fall. Even in the wilderness piety 

as been known to put forth its flowers and bear abundant fruits. 
At all events there are rewards for modest ambition. A man may 
hope, without indulging in any extravagant wishes, in due time to 
become a rural dean and even an archdeacon. But if “ absolute 
finality” is to be his lot, nevertheless he shares in those hopes 
which are common to all his neighbours—the hopes each year of 
a good season, of abundance in his garden, his orchard, and his 
glebe land, and of increase in his stock. If he is a married man 
and has children, he has those hopes which naturally twine round 
them. If he is a bachelor, he has the a of getting a good 
wife. But if he has not taken with him to his quiet home either 
love of the work which he is hired to do, or the scholar’s love of 
reading, or delight in country pursuits and country pleasures, 
then he is to be pitied neither more nor less than any other man 
who has foolishly chosen for himself a path in life which he is not 
fitted to pursue. He feels his lot, no doubt, more keenly, because 
he has much more leisure time than most men in which to feel it. 
But the remedy for that lies not in grumbling, but in work. 
“The Progress of Discontent” in the country parson was humor- 
ously described by Thomas Warton nearly a century and a half 
ago, and the description, to judge from these pages, seems to be 
still true to nature. Dr. Jessopp is himself so free from these 
useless discontents, and is so bright an example of learned cheer- 
fulness, that it is a pity that he does not laugh at his grumbling 
neighbours instead of mourning over them. 

If we cannot agree with him in all that he says about the 
clergy, we are at one with him in his views about the churches. 
He mourns over the irreparable mischief which has been done in 
the last thirty or forty years by the restorers. The wildest fanatics 
of the Reformation, the cannon of Cromwell, even the white- 
washing churchwardens of last century, have not worked half the 
harm which has been wrought by the last and present generation 
of the clergy. ‘“ We talk with pride,” he says, “of our National 
Church. Is it not time that we should begin to talk of our 
National Churches, and time to ask ourselves whether the eccle- 
siastical buildings of this country should not be vested in some 
body of trustees or guardians or commissioners who should be 
responsible at least for their preservation? Is it not time that 
we should all be protected from the random experiments of 
’prentice hands and the rioting of architectural buffoonery ?” 
He even goes so far as to propose that a law should be enacted 
by which any person, whether parson or clerk, warden or sides- 
man, architect or bricklayer, man or woman, who should be 
found guilty of even driving a nail into a rood-screen, without 
the licence of a duly constituted authority, shall be adjudged 
guilty of a misdemeanour, and sent to prison without the 
option of paying a fine. Such severity, however wholesome 
and even desirable, is perhaps more than the country would 
at present tolerate. It might be sufficient if the offender were 
required to repair the village pound at his own expense, and 
then to stand in it on three following Saints’ days with a bundle 
of hay before him. Dr. Jessopp’s vigorous protest against these 
reckless innovators will do good. The parsons are not all 
mischievous; many of them are well-meaning men enough, 
only very ignorant. They can in many cases be taught to admire, 
or else can be compelled by very shame to spare those beautiful 
buildings which have been spared by time, and are now threatened 
by restorers. Nevertheless, we should like to see them secured 
in the way which our author suggests. They are national property, 
and by the nation they ought to be defended. We hope to see 
a Board of Conservators of the Churches at once established, 
with Dr. Jessopp as the first chairman. 
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Did space allow us we would willingly consider the judicious 
proposals which he makes for the safe-keeping also of ancient 
documents. He is not only a good antiquary but a wise one. 
But we must not conclude our notice without a word of praise for 
the way in which his publisher has done his part of the work. 
The book in itself is,as we have said, lively and humorous and full 
of interest ; but its attractiveness is a great deal increased by the 
excellence of the type and the paper in which it is presented-to the 


public. Everyone in orders, from the Archbishop to the youngest | 


deaton, ought to have a copy, and it is so pretty a work in its 
outside appearance that it would grace the drawing-room of those 
of the clergy who do not happen to have either a study or a 
library. 





THE POPE AND THE JOURNALIST. 


THE Pore AND THE New ERA: BEING LETTERS FROM THE VATICAN. 
By William T. Stead. London: Cassell & Co. 1890. 


Mr. STEAD, as we all know, is one of those enthusiasts who do 
not believe in insuperable difficulties when they have set their 
hearts on the accomplishment of a great purpose. “ By heredity, 
by education, and by the associations of a lifetime,” he is, he 
admits, “ cut off as by a mental and moral abyss from the Church 
of Rome,” and therefore lacks that intelligent sympathy without 
which real knowledge of an opponent’s point of view is well-nigh 
impossible. But this lack of qualification for his task did not 
prevent Mr. Stead from going to Rome in order to learn at first 
hand if the Church of Rome could be induced to take the lead in 
grappling with the various problems which the rapid progress of 
democracy is forcing to the front. 

Yet, after all, Mr. Stead is not quite so incompetent for the 
task which he set himself as he imagines. Ardent Protestant and 
Radical as he is, and deeply prejudiced, he has in an unusual 
degree the rare power of detaching himself from his normal 
mental attitude and looking at a subject from a point of view 
which is strange to him. ‘These “ Letters from the Vatican” show 
no lack of appreciation of what is truly great and noble in the 
Church of Rome. In seeking to enlist her marvellous organisation 
and spiritual forces into the service of the cause which he has so 
much at heart, he has no desire to trench on any of the preroga- 
tives which belong to the essence and well-being of the Church as 
a Supernatural Society in the midst of men. The Pope might 
follow Mr. Stead’s suggestions without surrendering any of the 
privileges and endowments which belonged to the Church of Rome 
when the Papacy was without any Temporal Power other than 
that which his spiritual office gave him. But Mr. Stead found 
another view dominant at the Vatican. From the Pope at the 
summit of the hierarchy down to the meanest chamberlain, he found 
every official possessed by the belief that the possession of Temporal 
Sovereignty is essential to the proper discharge of the Pontiff’s 
office as the chief ruler of Christendom. So engrossing is this 
belief, that those are regarded as bad Catholics who even enter- 
tain the opposite view as one admitting of discussion. It is 
certainly surprising that these champions of the Temporal Power, 
including the Pope, do not see the serious dilemma in which 
this claim places them. For if Temporal Sovereignty is essential 
to the Pope as universal bishop and supreme head of the Church, 
what are we to say as to his official position during the centuries 
—and they nearest the cradle of Christianity—when tem- 
poral Sovereignty did not exist and was not dreamt of? Must 
we not say that in those centuries he was not recognised 
either as universal bishop or as supreme head of the Church? 
The extreme upholders of the Temporal Power of the Pope 
are thus furnishing a strong argument against the spiritual 
claims of the Papacy. Mr. Stead brings out with great 
force the mischief which this exaggerated reliance on the Tem- 
poral Power has done and is doing to the Church of Rome 
everywhere. One striking illustration of it is the present Pope’s 
mismanagement of the Irish question. When, at the suggestion 
of Archbishop Croke, a testimonial to Mr. Parnell was started in 
Ireland, the Pope sought to conciliate the English Government by 
forbidding Irish Catholics to contribute to the testimonial. The 
result was that the subscriptions to the Parnell testimonial were 
Speedily doubled. A sum of £20,000 was asked, and £40,000 was 
S!ven. The Papal condemnation of the Plan of Campaign was a 
mistake of the same kind. The Pope fulminated his condemna- 
tion on a one-sided view of the question, and thus forced his 
spirittjal authority into unnecessary conflict with the convictions 
not Merely of the Irish peasantry, but even more with the Roman 


| Catholic bishops and clergy. On this point Mr. Stead quotes the 
following observations made to himself by Archbishop Walsh :— 

**T confess that at first I was a little startled at the Plan of Campaign. I 

was not only startled but grieved. I had never yet had cause to express my 
| dissent from any portion of the programme of the present National move- 
| ment. Notwithstanding all my sympathy with the movement, the adoption 
| in this diocese of any unjust or immoral means for the furtherance of its object 
| would, of course, put upon me the painful duty of publishing an episcopal 
| condemnation of it. We Catholics cannot act on the principle—rather 
| fashionable, I am sorry to say, now-a-days—that ‘the end justifies the means.’ 
So, apprehending that the Plan of Campaign might at any moment be 
brought into requisition in this diocese of Dublin, I was grieved to think, as 
I did think for the moment, that it might perhaps prove inconsistent with 
my duty, as bishop of the diocese, to abstain from a condemnation of it. But 
when I looked into the matter carefully my anxiety was relieved. On closer 
inspection the difficulties that had at first embarrassed me practically dis- 
appeared.” 

But the Pope, in his anxiety to conciliate a Government which 
might be useful to him, if only by abstention, in his efforts for 
the restoration of the Temporal Power, never gave the Plan of 
Campaign that “closer inspection” which corrected Archbishop 
Walsh’s first impression. The Irish accordingly treated the 
Pope’s Rescript as a dead letter—the prejudiced pronouncement 
of a foreign ecclesiastic who had been misled into condemning 
a political movement of which he had not mastered the facts. 
The Pope’s authority was consequently strained, but the Plan of 
Campaign was not abandoned. 

But, notwithstanding Mr. Stead’s disillusionment by much 
that he saw and heard at Rome, he returned to England with the 
conviction that the Papacy has still a great future before it in 
stimulating and regulating all the healthy aspirations of what he 
calls “the New Era.” The Social Question, International Arbi- 
tration, and the Emancipation of Woman, are, in particular, three 
great questions on which the Pope, Mr. Stead thinks, is likely to 
exercise a potent and beneficial influence. But it seems also to 
be his opinion that this cannot be until the Pope removes his 
throne from the Vatican to neutral territory, and there is a redis- 
tribution of the Cardinalate. While the College of Cardinals 
retains its immense preponderance of Italians, there can be no 
serious change in the calles of the Vatican. 

Many of our readers of course read Mr. Stead’s letters as 
they appeared in the daily press; but they are well worth pre- 
serving in a permanent form. To those who have not read them, 
we may say that they are written ina bright and crisp style, which 
carries the reader easily along. But they have more than style 
to recommend them. They are full of good matter and, for the 
most part, sound reasoning. 





THE POEMS OF LEWIS MORRIS. 
THe Works OF Lewis Morris. With Portrait. London: Kegan 
Paul, Trench, Triibner & Co, 1890. 
IT is difficult to believe that eighteen years have elapsed since the 
attention of the reading public was arrested by the publication of 
the first series of “ Songs of Two Worlds ”—a volume which made 
its appearance with no name upon the title-page, but merely 
the modest intimation that the poems which it contained were the 
work of “A New Writer.” It was immediately recognised that 
the new writer, whoever he might be, was no callow scribbler of 
feeble and halting verse, but a man who showed at once that he 
possessed true lyrical strength, and considerable mastery of the 
resources of rhythm. Since then, generally after an interval of 
two years, Mr. Lewis Morris has issued the second and third series 
of “Songs of TwoWorlds,” “The Epic of Hades,” “Gwen,” “The Ode 
of Life,” “Songs Unsung,” “Gycia—a Tragedy,” and “Songs of 
Britain ;” and now it is possible to possess all these poems in a 
volume of five hundred pages, which has just been published at a 
popular price. Refinement and sympathy, and the power to 
idealise the familiar sights and sounds of a great city, are apparent 
alike in Mr. Morris’s earlierand later poems. Everywhere he shows 
a manly and even reverent tenderness for the waifs and strays of 
humanity, and he possesses, moreover, the power to interpret, not 
unfrequently with dramatic force, the unsuspected nobleness which 
lurks in lives which to more careless eyes seem hopelessly prosaic 
and uninviting. We pity the man, to say nothing of the woman, 
who could read “ Children of the Street,” “In Trafalgar Square,” 
or “The Organ Boy” without responsive emotion. There are, 
of course, superior people who disdain such subjects for the 
muse, and they possibly see nothing attractive in many of the 








themes in dealing with which the skill of Mr. Morris is most 
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Their criticisms, however, suggest four lines in one 


apparent. 
of the poems we have quoted :— 


‘*—-A commonplace picture 
To commonplace eyes, 
Yet full of a charm 
Which the thinker will prize.” 


Many of the shorter poems contain delicate imaginative pictures, 
evidently drawn from real life, but full of a beauty of thought and 
expression which, if we mistake not, will give them a permanent 
place in English literature. In saying this, we are by no means 
blind to the limitations of Mr. Morris’s work, or the blemishes 
which mar the symmetry of his more ambitious poems. Possibly, 
ten years ago, there was a tendency to exaggerate the merits 
of “ The Epic of Hades” and “ The Ode of Life” ; and Mr. Morris 
probably himself was occasionally inclined to wince under the 
excessive laudation of some widely influential but non-critical 
friends, who were never tired of extolling poems which 
perhaps would have fared better without a kind of gratuitous 
advertisement, which they certainly did not need. “The Epic 
of Hades” may be an unequal poem, but its remarkable merit 
can scarcely be seriously challenged. There is no lack of am- 
bition in such a theme, and it is one which immediately suggests 
the great name of Dante ; but Mr. Morris interprets the myths of 
classic antiquity in the light of the nineteenth century, and the 
manner in which he has drawn Phaedra, Sisyphus, Clytemnestra, 
Andromeda, and other shadowy figures in the remote past, and at 
the same time brought out into fresh significance the undying 
moral of ancient legend, entitles him to rank with the most cul- 
tured and imaginative of contemporary poets. 

“The Ode of Life” long ago made its own welcome in 
thousands of English homes, where its lofty and often impas- 
sioned delineation of the facts and forces which shape existence 
won instant recognition. Elevation of tone and moral fervour 
mark “The Ode of Life” and give it a subtle power, and as 
this is linked with imaginative insight into human character, 
and melodious force of expression, the popularity of the poem 
—in spite of an occasional descent into the commonplaces of 
thought and expression, and mere prettiness of phrase—is not 
a matter for surprise. The legends of Wales, to which Mr. 
Morris has given a peculiarly graceful setting, occupy, with 
a few shorter poems, the closing pages of this collected edition 
of his works. “The Curse of Pantannas” is, in our judg- 
ment, one of the strongest poems which the author of “ Songs 
of Two Worlds” has yet written. It traces the doom which fell 
across the race of one who drove the iron plough through the 
mystic rings of the hitherto “inviolate mead,” where the fairies 
held their moonlit revels. Each of the legends is introduced in 
a prologue, in which, with a few bold strokes, the contrast between 
the prosaic life of the garish modern world and the “enchanted 
twilight of the past” is skilfully indicated. Not the least beautiful 
of the later short poems are the verses addressed “To a Gay 
Company” of Celandines, which each year “bloom golden in the 
springy grass,” as if sent to revive the resurrection hope in the 
singer’s heart—“ At last, from close depths, dark and dead, I, too, 
shall greet the Sun.” 

There are many passages in this volume over which we should 
like to linger, but we turn back to the lines, “To an unknown 
Poet ”"—Henry Vaughan, the Silurist—to borrow some final words 
from an exquisitely tender and suggestive poem :— 

‘* Thou art so high, and yet unknown: shall I 
Repine that I too am obscure ? 
Nay, what care I though all my verse shall die 
If only it is pure?” 


TOZER’S “‘ISLANDS OF THE AGEAN.” 
THE IsLANDS OF THE AEGEAN. By the Rev. Henry Fanshawe Tozer, 
M.A., F.R.G.S., Fellow and Tutor of Exeter College, Oxford. With 
Maps. Oxford: at the Clarendon Press. 1890, 


THOSE who have read any of the books in which Mr. Tozer has 
recorded his previous journeys, and especially his “ Highlands 
of European Turkey,” or his “ Turkish Armenia and Asia Minor,” 
know that he stands in the front rank of modern travellers. 
He is a patient and unwearied explorer, an accurate and graphic 
describer of what he sees ; and he carries the art of condensation 
to so high a point that we could sometimes wish he would make us 
linger longer over the historic spots which he makes so real 
by his clear and faithful pen. He has compressed into this 
little volume of three hundred and fifty pages matter which would 








have furnished forth two bulky octavos to writers of less conscien- 
tious self-restraint. Mr. Tozer is altogether a traveller of the severer 
order. He writes primarily for the scholar and the historian ; nor 
will the mere circulating library reader find in his pages much to 
while away a lazy hour. Yet even one who is not a scholar or a 
historian may read with interest the vivid picture of Patmos, or 
the remarks on the strange physical phenomena of Santorin and 
Lemnos, or the records of native insurrections and Turkish atro- 
cities in Crete and Chios. 

The explorations whose results are set out in the book seem to 
have been made in three separate journeys, undertaken in the 
years 1874, 1886, and 1889. In the first Mr. Tozer visited the 
Central and Southern Cyclades, and the western half of Crete ; 
in the second he dealt with Lesbos and the isles towards the 
Asiatic coast, as far south as and including Rhodes; while the 
third was devoted to the very interesting and little-known 
northern isles, Lemnos, Thasos, and Samothrace. The diffi- 
culties of reaching these three islands are great, though theylie com- 
paratively near the coast, and the accommodation is of course 
rather scanty, but the scenery seems to be far more striking 
than that of the Cyclades, which indeed, as one sails through 
them on the way north from the Cape of Malea to Syra, en route 
for Athens or Smyrna, are far from answering to the romantic ex- 
pectations which the traveller has formed, so bare and arid do 
they look, so wanting in the softer elements of beauty, as well as 
in variety of sky-line. 

There is hardly a page of the book which does not contain 
some fact or remark deserving to be noted ; but the points which 
the classical scholar will probably find most interesting, besides 
the rambles in the three northern islands, are the description of 
the topography of Mitylene, and the account of the tunnel under 
the mountain behind Samos. This very remarkable work is 
mentioned by Herodotus in his famous chapters on Samos and Poly- 
crates in the third book, wherein he says that three of the greatest 
works in all Greece had been executed by the Samians. Forthattime, 
and considering the resources of the commonwealth which created 
them, these three were really remarkable pieces of engineering, 
though the vastness of scale on which the huge works of Egypt 
in earlier, and of Rome in later, times were carried out, makes us 
forget that the Greeks were in their best days scarcely less proud 
of their exploits in this practical field than they were of their artis- 
tic triumphs. The first of the three was the great temple of Hera, 
whereof only a single column is now standing. The second was a 
mole or breakwater protecting the harbour, which the historian de- 
scribes as a quarter of a mile long, and more than one hundred feet 
deep, and which, according to Mr. Tozer, the inhabitants have 
lately been repairing. The third is the tunnel, which, says Hero- 
dotus, has been made under a hill nine hundred feet high, and is 
seven furlongs long by eight feet in height and width. As this 
work has not been mentioned by any other ancient writer, many 
have doubted its existence, just as Mr. Sayce, with an equally 
perverse and unscholarly scepticism, has more recently sought to 
cast doubt upon other statements made by Herodotus, merely 
because the data for proving them are not now available. It 
was not till 1882 that the mouth of the tunnel was accidentally 
discovered, and the substantial accuracy of the Herodotean de- 
scription established. Mr. Tozer mentions the fact, interesting 
to us who have carried mountain tunnelling to so high a point of 
perfection, that the work must have been, like the (much shorter) 
conduit of the. Pool of Siloam at Jerusalem, carried on from both 
ends, till the working parties met in the middle. Considering the 
length of the excavation, this indicates no small skill in the direct- 
ing engineer, Eupalinus of Megara, though it seems that he did 
not calculate levels quite as accurately as direction, for the angle 
of inclination changes rather abruptly at the point where the two 
excavations meet. 

Lemnos deserves and receives a full treatment, for in addition 
to the numerous matters of historical interest associated with it, 
it presents two curious physical questions. One of these is the total 
disappearance of all traces of volcanic action, although the ancients 
from Sophocles downwards talk of the natural fire which existed 
there, and even give us the name—Mosychlos (mentioned by 
Antimachus)—of what seems to have been a volcano no longer 
existing. The same connection of the isle with fire appears even 
in Homer, for it was on Lemnos that Hephestus fell when Zeus 
threw him out of heaven. Mr. Tozer, who declares that the 
specimens of rock which he brought away with him were 
all granite or quartzite, adopts the view that the Mosychlos 
of antiquity stood on a promontory which formerly pro- 
jected from the east coast of the island, and is now represented 

y the dangerous shoal marked in the Admiralty Chart and 
called Mythonaes. This hypothesis is rendered plausible by the 
fact that an island, called by the ancients Chryse, and in which 
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Philoctetes is said to have been bitten by the serpent whose 
wound so long disabled him, is stated by Pausanias to have been 
submerged before his own time, and is certainly no longer to be 
found. It is much to be wished that some competent geologist 
would examine the shores of Lemnos, and, in particular, this 
Mythonaes shoal. No other traces of volcanic action seem to 
exist among the northern islands, nor on the neighbouring shores 
of Thrace and Mysia. The other physical puzzle of Lemnos is 
the Lemnian earth or Lemnian vermilion (Anuvla yi, Anuvia plrros), 
which was of such high repute in antiquity as a medicinal 
agent, being largely used as an antidote to poisons (especially to 
snake-bites), and in more recent times as a remedy in the plague, 
dysentery, and other disorders. Even now the Turks value small 
bowls made of it as preservatives against the effect of poison. 
Mr. Tozer describes the hole in the hillside from which the earth 
is still dug, and the ceremonies attending the digging, which till a 
very few years ago included the sacrifice of a lamb by the Turks, 
and the sacrificial eating of a piece of fish by the Christians, and 
compares them with the ceremonies recorded by Galen, which 
included offerings by the priestess of Artemis. The earth can 
only be dug on the 6th of August, before sunrise, and the custom, 
as old as Pliny’s and Galen’s time, of sealing as a guarantee of 
genuineness the small cakes or tablets—we are told that in the 
sixteenth century the Jews were in the habit of counterfeiting or 
adulterating it—into which it is made up, seems still to exist, though 
Mr. Tozer was unable to find any tablets in the chemists’ shops. 
However, it may be doubted whether the earth now taken out of 
the hole is really that of Galen’s time, for he describes it as red, 
even the surface of the hill being of the colour of ochre; and 
the French traveller Belin, writing in the sixteenth century, also 
calls it red ; whereas what was shown to Mr. Tozer, as to Dr. 
Sibthorp in last century, was pale-coloured clay. Analysis has 
shown that this clay contains nothing to which a medicinal effect 
can be attributed ; but it is quite possible that the original red 
earth may have really been of therapeutic value. 

Space fails us to follow Mr. Tozer into Thasos, which he de- 
scribes as the most beautiful of all the Greek isles, or into Samo- 
thrace, whose splendid mountain peaks, towering over the lower- 
lying Imbros, no one who has seen them from the plain of Troy 
can ever forget. His description of the view, from the highest of 
these peaks over the whole northern sea from Olympus in the 
west to Ida in the east, worthily closes one of the most instructive 
narratives of travel one can recollect to have ever read. 


LEAVES FROM A WITHERED BOUGH. 


THE UNCOLLECTED WRITINGS OF THOMAS DE QUINCEY. With a 
Preface and Annotations by James Hogg. Two vols. London: Swan 
Sonnenschein & Co. 1890. 


LANDOR’S phrase, “ Last Fruit off an Old Tree,” which Mr. Hogg 
applies to this collection, is a plausible but not a precisely accu- 
rate description of the contents of the two interesting volumes. 
De Quincey was a middle-aged tree before he bore any fruit at 
all; but Mr. Hogg’s collection is not drawn from his latest 
writings. It contains some of the first things that he wrote as 
well as some of the last—specimens, in fact, of his work at all 
stages. The principle of collection is indicated in the title. It is 
simply to reprint scattered papers that were not included in the 
collection edited by De Quincey himself. They are here because 
they were not there. 

When an author makes a collection of his miscellaneous 
writings in his own lifetime, and that collection extends to four- 
teen volumes, the presumption is against anybody who under- 
takes to supplement it. To do so looks like disrespect to the 
wishes of the dead. An author himself should know best by what 
writings he desires to be represented to posterity. But if it is a 
question of justice to an author's reputation, a good deal turns 
upon whether his own edition was designedly and deliberately 
complete. Mr. Hogg had special opportunities of knowing 
whether this was so in De Quincey’s case. His father was De 
Quincey’s publisher, and he was himself De Quincey’s assistant 
in preparing the original collective edition for the press. His 
assurance that the veteran author, had he lived to continue his 
labours, would have included many of the writings now reprinted, 
accords with everything that we know of the Opium-eater’scharacter 
and habits and the circumstances of the case. Death interrupted 
the old man before he had time to survey the collection as a 
whole and decide upon its completeness. We may depend upon 
it that the fourteenth volume would not have been the last pro- 





duced under his editorship, if he had lived longer. And all his 
work, however pressing the occasion for it, was so fastidiously 
finished in expression that no possible harm can be done to his 
reputation by adding to his own collection. 

Mr. Hogg makes out a thoroughly sound frm facie case for 
his supplement ; no reasonable exception can be taken to it as an 
infraction of the author’s own intentions. The writings it contains 
are worth preserving, and they are varied enough in matter and 
manner to show De Quincey’s powers over their whole range. 
And yet the supplement, as a supplement, has two serious de- 
fects: Mr. Hogg has delayed it too long, and there are signs 
that, after all, he has published in a hurry. Some of his most 
substantial articles—the exposition of Kant, the sketch of Christ- 
topher North, and the Casuistry of Duelling—are no longer 
“uncollected” ; they have been included in the new collective 
edition now in course of publication by the Messrs. Black. The 
“ Brief Appraisal of Greek Literature in its foremost pretensions” 
is also promised in the same series, the praiseworthy object of 
which is entire “completeness.” In the case of this last paper, 
by the way, it may be doubted whether De Quincey would have 
republished it without considerable annotations. It is a rapid 
and brilliant jeu desprit, taking the form of a mock-ferocious 
depreciation of Greek literature, but having for its real object the 
defence of English literature against the ignorant neglect and 
disparagement of classic pedants. This lively contribution to the 
old “ Battle of the Books” has much less significance now than 
when it originally appeared in Zazt’s Magazine some fifty years 
ago. The particular species of conventional pedant against 
whom its fun was directed, statements being purposely exagger- 
ated to make him stare and gasp, has almost disappeared, and 
the humour of it is consequently somewhat out of date, and apt 
to be misunderstood by the unwary reader. Even as a monu- 
ment of De Quincey’s vivid scholarship and searching critical 
insight, it must be measured in relation to its time, when this 
kind of knowledge was rarer, and the opinions expressed were 
much more paradoxical. 

As regards what we take to be signs of hurry in Mr. Hogg’s 
publication, they are slight, and perhaps haste is not the nght 
explanation of them; but they are none the less irritating, and 
ought not to have existed in a long meditated edition. Such mis- 
prints as “ Theogins” for Theognis, and “ zgnotium” for ignotum 
are inexcusably careless, and the English is sometimes defaced 
in a similar way. We have observed some instances, too, in 
which the editor has failed to annotate where justice to his author 
required him to say something. Thus, for example, he reprints 
from the London Magazine of 1822 an insignificant scrap on the 
“ Moral Effects of Revolutions.” De Quincey handles the topic 
at length in his papers on the Czsars, and the editor ought in 
fairness to have mentioned this. If he did not, at least he ought 
to have explained the discrepancy between what De Quincey 
says in the two places about Coleridge’s treatment of the same 
subject. Again, in his reprint of the fantastically ingenious 
emendation of a passage in Suetonius, the passage about Aelius 
Lamia, there is a slight, but nevertheless real, injustice done to 
De Quincey. In Mr. Hogg’s reprint there appears a sentence 
alleging that one of the MSS. has the reading Hew taceam,a 
reading which would tally beautifully with De Quincey’s emenda- 
tion. But De Quincey himself reprinted the speculation in his 
original collection, being naturally proud of it as one of the most 
ingenious and far-fetched ideas that ever occurred to the mind 
of interpreter; and in his revised edition he struck out this 
sentence about the unique MS. reading in his favour. Mr. Hogg 
ought certainly to have noticed this: ill-natured people using 
his edition might make it a handle against the Opium-eater’s 
honesty as a scholar, and accuse him of manufacturing a text to 
suit his own purposes. 

The longest and most curious piece in Mr. Hogg’s collection 
is an elaborate tale, “ The Household Wreck.” Strangely enough; 
Mr. Hogg does not tell us where this first appeared, nor does 
he tell us whether it is original or translated. He gives such 
particulars scrupulously in every other case, and explains in his 
pref.ce that he has often been at great trouble in ascertaining 
them: why he should plant down “The Household Wreck” 
simply, without a hint as to where he found it, we cannot imagine. 
The story, if story it can be called, in which the general 
reflections constitute nine-tenths of the whole writing, bears 
unmistakable internal evidence of being De Quincey’s handiwork, 
and is chiefly interesting as an experiment in the application 
of his gorgeous rhetoric to a simple and wretchedly painful 
domestic tragedy. It is an experiment, a solitary experiment, 
and it cannot be said to have been a success: the slight basis of 
incident is fairly overwhelmed by the heavy mass of elaborate 
dicti 
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FOUR NOVELS. 
1. SyRLIN. By Ouida. Three vols. London: Chatto & Windus. 18g0. 


2. Kit AND Kitty: A Story OF WEST MIDDLESEX. By R. D. Black- 
more. ‘Three vols. London: Sampson Low, Marston, Searle, & 
Rivington. 1890. 

3. THE LAWTON GIRL. By Harold Frederic. London’: Chatto & Windus. 
1890. 

. AGNES SURRIAGE. By Edwin Lasseter Bynner. London: Sampson 
Low, Marston, Searle, & Rivington. 1890. 


OvIDA has written a new novel, and yet the novel is not new. It 
is only new because it came out this year. As far as the subject and 
the principal characters are concerned, she has merely plagiarised 
from herself. Weare not saying that the book is without interest. 
Some will be delighted with the easiness with which they can 
discover that one of the minor characters is really Lord Salisbury, 
and that another is Laurence Oliphant. Others may, perhaps, be 
charmed by the recondite learning which refers to Nero fiddling 
while Rome was burning; which writes such a sentence as “a 
London fashionable crowd is like the ever-moving zracundior 
Hadria of Horace,” and either forgets, or does not know, that in 
that particular passage of Horace, //adria is in the ablative case 
and does not agree with zvacundior ; and which is on terms of 
ostentatious familiarity with such little-known names as Perse- 
phone, George Sand, or Beethoven. It would be dangerous to 
say that “Syrlin” will interest no one. It will be perfectly safe 
to say that it will interest those most who have not read Ouida’s 
former novels. 

The moral of the book can be condensed into few words. 
London Society is bad, and London mobs are worse; but the 
Artistic Temperament is admirable, and, when represented by 
such a man as Syrlin, is able to refrain from committing adultery 
with a lady of title, but unable to refrain from committing suicide 
with no reason whatever worthy of mention. Of the satire on 
Society very little need be said. If Society really does consist, as 
the novelist would have us believe, of a few people in London 
whose principal occupation is to decide whom they shall know 
and how much they shall know them, then surely they can hardly 
be worth the trouble and expense that so much satire must take. 
The dialogue throughout the book is striking ; sometimes because 
it is witty and epigrammatic, and sometimes because it is so 
intensely unnatural. But although many of the characters get 
through speeches of a page, or a page and a half, without 
interruption, and the Duke of Beaupont, who struggled with a 
tendency to use bad language in the presence of ladies, once 
spoke two pages, Mr. Iona must be considered /he conversation- 
alist. Four pages without a break was his maximum. 

It would be unfair to leave the book without noticing the real 
sympathy which the authoress evidently feels for the afflicted and 
distressed. Her hatred of cruelty to animals is well known. The 
book also contains some excellent satire on primrose futilities, and 
on the fashionable craze which mistakes itself for philanthropy. 

“ Kit and Kitty” will not, perhaps, rank as one of Mr. Black- 
more’s best books, but there is much in it that is graceful and 
charming. There is the same quaintness and felicity of expres- 
sion which are noticeable in all the author's work, the same keen 
insight into character, the same intimate knowledge of the country 
and the garden. But we see too much of the machinery of the 
story. There are difficulties in the way of any story which is 
told in the first person; and we quite see that when the first 
person could not possibly know something which his reader 
absolutely must know, the first person’s uncle is very obliging in 
taking up his pipe and yarning explanatorily. In the first volume 
Kit woos Kitty ; in the second volume he marries her, loses her, 
and looks for her ; and although wild horses should not drag from 
us the secret of what is in the third volume, we cannot deny that 
its contents might be partially conjectured by exceptionally clever 
and experienced readers. It is only fair to add that we du not 
remember any other novel in which an author has made use of 
the motive that took Kitty from her husband ; and yet the motive 
is perfectly natural and sufficient. We were really sorry to see 
Mr. Blackmore making use of the detective, for Tonks was a 
detective in all but name. He always carried rubber socks with 
him, could disguise himself, and was very sharp and not particu- 
larly successful. Such characters are inseparably connected in 
our mind with a wasted shilling, a picture on a cover, and a dull 
railway journey. 

To read “ Kit and Kitty” in London is to enjoy the country 








without missing the advantages of the town. With the help of a 
little imagination we eat exquisite fruit just plucked from laden 
trees, breathe the freshest air, and live in the most perfect sim- 
plicity ; and yet we can purchase the latest news without going 
far for it, and take a cab without sending a written order to the 
proprietor. 

All who have read “ Seth’s Brother’s Wife” will welcome Mr. 
Harold Frederic’s new book, “The Lawton Girl.” It is re- 
markably clever and strong, full of incident, full of humour, and 
in the closing chapters strikingly pathetic. It is the story of the 
“Minster Money,” and of a very pretty little conspiracy which 
was made to get possession of it. It may seem difficult to per- 
suade a woman to mortgage her property, to buy over again at 
four times its value what she has already purchased. Mr. Harold 
Frederic tells us of one method. But the subject of the book is 
not only the romantic side of commerce ; it is also a story of a 
fallen girl, who left her native place, and then came back to “live 
it down ;” and it is also a love-tale, with a particularly life-like 
and reasonable hero. Of the diversity of the interests it is easy 
to speak ; their intensity may be tested by beginning the book at 
noon and making an appointment at five o'clock. It should not 
be an important appointment, because the chances of keeping it 
will be small. “The Lawton Girl” is a spirited, sensible, healthy 
story, just what a novel should be and what very few novels are. 

There can be no doubt that Mr. Bynner has taken a great deal 
of trouble with “Agnes Surriage.” The structural events are 
historical ; and we are told so; and we do not like to be told so, 
because it calls attention to the fact that some of the events are 
not structural, and spoils the delusion. The author renders thanks 
to five people who have assisted him to be historical. One of 
these gave suggestions upon the early dialect of Marblehead, 
which was good of him, but has led to rather too much of the 
early dialect of Marblehead turning up in the pages of the story. 
We weary of the dialect. The early inhabitants of Marblehead 
said, we learn, “hor-rt” for “hurt.” But how on earth does one 
pronounce “ hor-rt”? 

It is not absolutely a’dull book. Much of it is very pretty, and 
some of it is interesting. The description of the Lisbon earth- 
quake is good, and the author writes with ease ofthe period. But 
nearly all the characters are despicable, either from weakness or 
wickedness, and the reader soon loses sympathy in such a case 
and finds the story tedious. It is quite possible that the author 
could write a better book with less pains. Research throws light 
on a subject, but casts a shadow on a novel. 


' FIRST IMPRESSIONS.* 


Mr. Lanc’s graceful wit and pleasant fancy light up the group of 
‘** Essays in Epistolary Parody ”—originally contributed to one of the 
evening papers—which now appear under the title of ‘‘ Old Friends.” 
The book, a dainty volume bound in half vellum, gilt, is dedicated to Miss 
Rhoda Broughton. ‘‘ Did the persons in contemporary novels never meet ?” 
asks Mr. Lang, and in these lively pages he proceeds to bring them 
together. Clive Newcome addresses Arthur Pendennis, and Mrs. Proudie 
and Mrs. Quiverful exchange confidences. Harold Skimpole, Esq., airs 
hisgrievances tothe Rev. Charles Honeyman, and the latter replies in vague 
but sympathetic terms. As for Amyas Leigh, Jonathan Oldbuck, Inspector 
Bucket, Samuel Pickwick, Allan Quatermain, and other ‘‘ Old Friends ” 
of us all in fiction, are they not duly brought upon the scene and put 
through their paces as by the hand of a master of marionettes in this 
delightful book? Mr. Lang says with truth that the characters of fiction 
who remain our intimates are those whom we met when we were young. 
It may be that we are mistaken in thinking them the best; after all the 
secret of our preference may only spring from the fact that ‘* they came 
fresh to fresh hearts and unworn memories.” If that is the true explana- 
tion of the stubborn literary conservatism which leads old fogies to say 
about novelists that the old are vastly superior to the new, no wonder Mr. 
Lang should see in it a strong reason for urging those who are still young 





* Op Frienps. Essaysin Epistolary Parody. By Andrew Lang. London and New 
York: Longmans & Co. 1amo. (6s. 6d.) 

Nationa Heattu. Abridged from “The Health of Nations.” By Benjamin 
Ward Richardson, M.D., F.R.S. London and New York: Longmans, Green & 
Co. Crown 8vo. (4s. 6d.) 

Annats or Birp Lire. A Year-Book of British Ornithology. By Charles Dixon, 
Author of “ Rural Bird-Life,” etc. Illustrated. London: Chapman & Hall, 
Limited. Demy 8vo. (7s. 6d.) 

Tne Century Guitp Hossy Horse. No. 18, April, 1890. London: Published by 
the Proprietors at the Chiswick Press. (Subscription, 10s. a year.) 

Tue Conspirator. A Romanee of Real Life. By Count Paul P——. Edited bh 
Frank Harkut. Two vols. London: Sampson Low, Marston & Co., Limited. 
Crown 8vo. (21s.) 

Travet, ADVENTURE, AND Sport, rrom “ BLackxwoop'’s Macazine.” Vol. VIL. 
Edinburgh and London: William Blackwood & Sons. 1amo. (rs.) 


































































466 


THE SPEAKER. 





[APRIL 26, 1890. 








to read the best books before the early glamour of life has been dispelled 
by hard and prosaic realities. 

In a compact volume of three hundred and twenty pages, entitled 
‘National Health,” Dr. Richardson has just brought out. a capital 
abridgment of the two bulky volumes which he edited a year or two 
ago of the essays, articles, and papers on various aspects of social science 
and sanitary reform written — the course of a long and honourable 
career by Sir Edwin Chadwick. The present work has been prepared 
in response to a widespread demand for a popular edition of the ‘* Health 
of Nations,” and the pith of that work will be found in its pages. Sir 
Edwin Chadwick has now entered his ninety-first year, and many interestin; 
facts concerning the venerable and honoured social reformer will be founc 
in the ** biographical sketch” with which the volume opens. As for the 
rest, the most practical and important parts of the original work have 
been retained in this welcome and opportune abridgment of a book 
which has already occasioned wide-spread attention. 

Perhaps no branch of ornithology s more fascination to a student 
of nature than that which concerns itself with the movements and habits 
of birds at different seasons of the year. This is the task—if such a term 
is applicable to a pursuit which has evidently been a labour of love—which 
Mr. Dixon, who is himself an ornithologist of wide repute, attempts in the 
delightful book ‘* Annals of Bird Life.” In his opinion the best appren- 
ticeship which the young student can serve is to keep a careful register 
day by day, and month by month, of wild life in woods and fields, 
One of the greatest naturalists of this century, Louis Agassiz, was accus- 
tomed to say that many people study Nature in the house, and yet when 
they go out of doors cannot find her, In this volume—the outcome 
of ‘‘twenty years of field and forest errantry”—five or six chapters 
are devoted, in turn, to spring, summer, autumn, and winter; and, 
everywhere without thrusting upon us the dry details of science, or the 
jargon of the schools, a minute and pleasing description is given of 
the ways of birds, their migrations, and the gipsy kind of life they lead. 
The birds that are regarded by naturalists as British belong to nearly 
400 species, but the claims of many of these, Mr. Dixon admits, are 
very slender. Nearly one-half of the birds of these 400 species are only 
accidental visitors ; the majority of them reach our shores from other parts 
of Europe, but a considerable number arrive from North America, and 
Africa, and some even from Asia. There is a great deal of curious bird- 
lore in this well-written book, and the author is an enthusiast who scouts 
the idea that birds lead what he terms a “‘ prosaic automatic” existence ; 
and it is amusing to find him claiming ‘‘ high mental qualities” for his 
feathered friends. There is a good index in the volume and a calendar 
for each of the seasons, which shows when the birds arrive, build their 
nests, and take their departure. 

The aim of the ‘‘ Century Guild” is both laudable and ambitious. 
It seeks, according to its own statement, to “‘ render all branches of art 
the sphere no longer of the tradesman but of the artist.” Any association 
which seeks along rational lines to widen the realm of art, and to restore 
building, decoration, pottery, wood-carving, metal-work, and the like, to 
their “rightful place beside painting and sculpture,” benefits the whole 
community, and on these grounds we are glad to notice that the Century 
Guild Hobby Horse, as the literary organ of the movement is quaintly 
termed, continues to advance with the times. The April number 
contains a successful reproduction of the magnificent picture by Holbein, 
in the Royal collection at Windsor, of Thomas Howard, third Duke of 
Norfolk, the foe of Cardinal Wolsey, and his successor as chief adviser to 
Henry VIII. One of the chief papers in the present issue of this beauti- 
fully illustrated magazine is made up of a number of characteristic and 

enial notes written by Matthew Arnold to his friend Mr. Arthur Galton. 

ey are printed just now because we have just —April 15—the second 
anniversary of Mr. Arnold’s death, and he was himself a contributor to 
the Hobby-Horse, and is described as an indulgent reader of it in its 
wayward and inexperienced youth. A facsimile of a or two of 
Matthew Arnold’s manuscript heightens the interest of these welcome 
reminiscences of the distinguished essayist and poet. 

There is no lack of startling incident and sensational adventure in a 
record of Russian oppression and Polish intrigue which bears the title of 
**The Conspirator.” In a mysterious preface to the book we are asked 
to believe that ‘‘Count Paul P—~- would feel extremely ieved if 
anybody considered his story as a mere work of fiction,” next we 
are assured that the dramatic incidents and strange adventures described 
are ee true,” even to the most minute details, though names 
and p are disguised. Mr. Harkut protests too much; but no 
amount of incredulity can destroy the rather weird interest of a clever 
and exciting plot. One of the most original ideas in the book, and 
not the least absurd, is the proposal to bring the Emperor of all the 
Russias under the spell of a powerful mesmerist, whose commands he 
could not have resisted, so that in some safe retreat his Polish subjects 
might speak with him on equal terms. Most of the characters in the 
book are powerfully drawn, and the “ conspirator” himself is made 
to pass through many terrible ordeals. The interest of the story seldom 
flags, and when once the reader has brought himself to acquiesce in the 
wild improbability of the plot, the dramatic nature of narrative 
—, attention and holds it with gathering force, until the climax is 
reached. 

The new volume—the seventh, by the way—of ‘‘ Travel, Adventure, 
and Sport” from ASlackwood'’s Magazine, is chi remarkable for the 


y 
account which Albert Smith wrote in 1852 of his famous “ Ascent of 
Mont Blanc,” an exploit which is descri 
humour and no lack of vividness. 
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A Collection of Coins and Medals, the property of A. Dart, Esq., with 
others. 


M ESSRS. PUTTICK anv SIMPSON will sell by Auction 

at their House, 47, Leicester Square, W.C., on MONDAY, APRIL 
28th, at Ten Minutes past One o'clock precisely, valuable COINS. AND 
MEDALS, including the collection of A. Dart, Esq., and others, and com- 
prising a large number of New Coins from George I. to Victoria, complete 
Sets of Maundy Money, gold pieces of Charles I., Charles II. ( a a 
magnificent five-guinea piece, 1670), George II., William III., George IIL., 
&c. An extra fine Commonwealth Sovereign of 1650; rare octagonal so- 
dollar coin, U.S.A., with milled edge; a collection of Chinese Coins and 
Medals, in extra fine condition, and in the original wrappers ; early Historical 
and Trade Medals, Bank Tokens ; a number of Early English Coins; War 
Medals in fine proof states, together with the Mahogany and other Cabinets 
for the same, &c. &c. Catalogues on Application. 





Monthly Sale of Musical Property. Old Cremona Violins; a Mandoline, 
formerly the property of the Duchess de Berri; &c. 


ESSRS. PUTTICK anp SIMPSON will sell by Auction 
at their House, 47, Leicester Square, W.C., on TUESDAY, APRIL 
agth, at 12.30 o'clock precisely, 300 lots of valuable MUSICAL PROPERTY, 
comprising Grand and Cottage Pianofortes, by Broadwood, Collard & Collard, 
Erard, Neumeyer, Cramer, Muir Smith, Ronisch, Cadby, &c. ; Harmoniums, 
American Organs; collection of Italian and other fine Violins, Violas, 
Violoncellos, and Double Basses, including several private properties; a 
Mandoline, formerly the property of the Duchess de Berri; mili band 
instruments in brass and w ; Drums, Banjos, Guitars, Mandolines, 
Violin Strings, Cases, Bows, Music Desks, Chairs, Organ Pedals, &c. ; a 
quantity of Music, &c. Catalogues of the Auctioneers. 





| For one pair of eyes which fail from old a dozen 
are worn out by the use of improper s les. This 
is the result of wearing spectacles which are made 
the gross, and so cannot, as a rule, suit any person's 
FAILING — accurately, 
R. BROWNING'SS system of suiting the sight is to 
_ carefully test the eyes without the use of atropine or 
belladonna, and then have a pair of spectacles or folders 
“made specially, under his own supervision, for each 
_ person who applies to him, the lenses being worked to 
| suit all liarities of vision, and the frames made to 
fit the features. JOHN BROWNING, Ophthalmic 
——- (Author of ‘Our Eyes,” now in its eighth 
ition), may be consulted, tree of charge, in all cases of 
failing vision, at 63, Strand, London. 
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